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Rector of St. Luke's, Chelſea ; St. Giles's, Reading; and 
Chaplain to the Right Honourable the Lord Cadogan, 
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O fing unto the Lord a new ſong; 

Sing unto the Lord all the earth. 

Sing unto the Lord, bleſs his name; 

w forth his ſalvation from day to day, 

Pſalm xcvi, 1, 2. 
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HERE can be no doubt but that Pſalms and 
Hymns and Spiritual Songs conſtitute a part 
of divine worſhip, and where there is a real love 
between miniſter and people, founded upon the mu- 
tual faith of both, thoſe Hymns perhaps are moſt 
likely to ſerve the purpoſes of edification, which 
| are ſelected by the one for the uſe of the other : 
becauſe in ſuch connexions, ** as in water face is to 
face, ſo is the heart of man ta man, Prov. xxvii, 19. 
7 The preacher ſuits the hearer—their experience, 
: their views, their habits are ſimilar and often the 
ſame, Under theſe impreſſions I have followed 
the examples of ſome moſt eminent ſervants of 
God, in ſelecting theſe divine ſongs for the uſe of a 
people whom the great Head of the Church is 
pleaſed to entruſt to my care. I have ſtudiouſly 
avoided every thing which appeared to me wild, 
fanciful, or triſling, either in ſentiment or expreſ- 
hon, 


„ 
ſion, and aimed ſimply at the ſupport and in— 
creaſe of ſober, ſerious, ſcriptural godlineſs, ſuch as 1 


glows in the heart, ſhines in the life, and animates 
the whole inner and outer man. Such as the 
Apoſtle ſeems to recommend when he ſays et the | 
word of Chriſi dwell in you richly in all wiſdom, teach- 


ing and admoniſhing one another in pſalms, hymns, and 


1 * : 


ſpiritual. ſongs, ſinging with grace in your hearts unto 
the Lord,” Col. ili, 16. Encouraged by theſe 
words of the Holy Ghoſt, and many others to the 
ſame import, I. put theſe Pſalms and Hymns into 
the hands of a people, whom 1 love in the Lorn, 
for whom J am ready to ſpend and be ſpent, with 
whom it is in my heart to live and die, and to be 
eternally connedted when time and death ſhall be 
no more. May the Lok, whoſe praiſes they con- 


tain, give them His ſanction, and make them ef- [/ 
N 1 . Y 
| fetual to promote the glory of his great NAMme 5 

and the good of his redeemed people. y 


Reading, Auguſt za, 1785. 
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INDEX. TO HYMNS 


The Iaitial Letters L. M. &c, and the Figures 6, 7, 


&c, ſhew the meaſure of each Hymn, 


L. M. Long Meaſure, 
C. M. Common Meaſure. 
S. M. Short Meaſure, N 


A 


H lovely appearance of death L. M. 
And does my Maker condeſcend L. M. 
f And is it yet great Lord à doubt L. M. 

; And will the Lord thus condeſcend C. M. 
Ariſe my ſoul my joyful pow'rs C. M. 

Attend while God's eternal Son C. M. 
Awake and ſing the ſong 8. M. 


B 


Before Jehovah's. awful throne L. M. 

Bleſt be the Father and his love L. M. 
Brethren let us join to bleſs 7. 

Bright King of Glory dreadful God L. M, 
Bring to the Lord your nobleſt lays L. M, 
Buried in ſhadows of the night L. M. 


As. 


C 
Chriſt from whom all bleſſings low 5. | = 
Chriſt the Lord is ris'n to day, Eaſter Day. 7, 196 
Come all harmonious tongues 7, 56 
Come let us join our cheerful ſongs C. M. 41 
Come let us all unite to praiſe C. M. 93 
Come Holy Ghoſt, Kc. Whitſunday. L. M. 111 
Come holy ſpirit heav'nly dove C. M. 65 
Come thou Almighty King 6, 4. 80 
Come thou fount of ev'ry bleſſing 8, 7. 23 
Come thou long, &c, Chriſtmas-Day 8, 7, 102 
Come ye that love the Lord S. M. 7k 
D 
Dead be my heart to all below L. M. 37 
F 
Faith is the brighteſt evidence C. M. 47 
Father how wide thy glory ſhines C. M. 20 
Father of mercies in thy word C. M. | 7 
Fat her, ſon and Holy Ghoſt 7. 100 
gr 
Give me the wings of faith to riſe C. M. 62 
Glory and honour be to Thee L. M. 79 
God moves in a myſterious way C. M. 14 
H 
Hail holy holy holy Lord L. M. | 78 
Hail the day that ſees him riſe. Aſcenſion-Day 7. 108 
Hail Thou once deſpiſed Jeſus 8, 7. 92 
Happy the heart where graces reign C. M. 22 


Hark from the ſhades of night beneath C. M. 57 
Hark how the hoſts of heaven cry L. M. 69 
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Hark the herald angels ſing. Chriſtmas Day. 7. 


He comes, he comes the Judge ſevere L. M. 
He dies the fri-nd of finners dies L. M. 
How beautcous are their feet S. M. 

How can we adore, Te Deum 5. 104th 
How empty was our former boaſt C. M. 
How heavy is the night S. M. 

How oft have fin and ſatan ſtrove L. M. 
How ſad our ſtate by nature is C. M. 


J 


Jehovah Jeſus glorious name C. M. 

Jeſu lover of my ſoul 7. 

Jeſus our prophet prieſt and king C. M. 
Jeſu thy blood and righteouſneſs L. M. 


Jeſu we hang upon thy word, Whitſunday, L. M. 


In this world of fin and forrow B, 7. 
L 


Laden with guilt and full of fears C. M. 

Lift up your heads, &c. Chriſtmas-Day. 8, 5, 8. 
Lo He comes in clouds deſcending C. M. 

Lord and God of heav'nly pow'rs 7. 

Lord give me richly to enjoy L. M. 

Lord how myſterious are thy ways L. M. 

Lord of the ſabbath Thee we praiſe C. M. 
Lord we conſeſs our numerous faults C. M. 
Lord what a country waſte and wild C. M. 
Love divine all love excelling 8, 7. 


N 7 


No more my God I boaſt no more L. M. 
Not all the blood of beaſts S. M. 

Now begin. the heav'nly theme 7, 

Now. to the pow'r of God ſupreme L. M. 


L vii } 


O 
hymn 
O come thou wounded Lamb of God L. M. 3 
O God how endleſs is thy love L. M. 99 
O for a heart and mouth to praiſe L. M. cl 
O happy ſaints who dwell in light L. M, 75 
O happy ſouls that live on high C. M. 34 
O Sun of righteouſneſs ariſe C. M. 66 
O Thou in whom the Gentiles trait L. M. 91 
Of him who did ſalvation bring L. M. 27 
Our Lord is riſen, &c. Aſcenſion- Day. L. M. 109 
Our Shepherd alone 5. 104th 87 
P 
Plung'd in a gulph of dark deſpair C. M, 25 
R 
Raiſe your triumphant ſongs S. M. 26 
Rejoice evermore 5. 104th 67 
Rejoice the Lord is King 6, 8. 13 
Riſe my ſoul and ſtretch thy wings 7. 84 
8 
Salvation O the joy ful found C. M. 28 
See how created nature ſtands L. M. 64 
80 God hath lov'd a wretched world C. M. 58 
Son of God thy bleſſing grant 7. 24 
Sons of men behold from far 7. 69 
* 
The great Jehovah reigns 8. M. 12 
The Lord of earth and ſky. New Year. 6, 8. 88 
The riches of thy glory, Lord C. M. 48 
The Saviour calls let ev'ry ear C. M. I 
The Sun of righteouſneſs appears. Eaſter Day. C. M. 107 
Thee we adore eternal name C. M. 53 
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hymn 
There is a land of pure delight C. M. * 
Thou dear Redeemer dying Lamb C. M. 29 
Thou hidden love of God of height L. M. 2 
Thou only Sov'reign of my heart L. M. MM 
'Tis done th? atoning, &c. Good Friday L. M. 105 
To God the only wiſe 8. M. 83 

W 
What equal honours ſhall we bring L. M. 42 
What ſhall the dying ſinner do L. M. 35 
What though my frail eye-lids refute L. M. 33 
When all thy mercies O my God C. M. 14 
When hanging on the mother's breaſt 8, 8, 6. 39 
When I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs L. M. 63 
When riſing from the bed of death C. M. 32 
When with my mind devoutly preſt 8, 8, 6. 70 
Who hath our report believ'd. Good Friday. 8, 8, 7. 104 
With joy we meditate the grace C. M. 45 
World adieu, thou real cheat 7. 17 
Y 

Ye ſervants of God 5. 104th 73 
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0 | PSALMS of DAVID. 


IN METRE. 


F.SALM- I 


OW bleſt is he who ne'er conſents 
J By ill advice to walk ? 
Dor ſtands in finners' way, nor fits 
| Where men profanely talk? 


2 But makes the perfect law of God 
. His buſineſs and delight, 
> Devoutly reads therein by day, 
And meditates by night. 


3 Like ſome fair tree, which fed by ſtreams, 
; With timely fruit does bend, 
He till ſhall flouriſh, and ſucceſs 

All his deſigns attend. 


4 Ungodly men and their attempts 

No laſting root ſhall find ; 

Untimely, blaſted, and diſpers'd, 
Like chaff before the wind. 


5 Their guilt ſhall ſtrike the wicked dumb 
Before their Judge's face : 
No formal hypocrite ſhall then 
4 Among the ſaints have place. 


6 For God approves the juſt man's ways, 
M To happineſs they tend; 

But ſinners and the paths they tread, 
Shall both in ruin end. 


2 . 


PSAL M II. 


I WII did the nations join to ſlay 
The Lord's Anointed Son? 


Why did they caſt his laws away, 
And tread his goſpel down? 


2 The Lord, that ſits above the ſkies, 
Derides their rage below; 


He ſpeaks with vengeance in his eyes, 


And ſtrikes their ſpirits through. 


3 © I call Him my Eternal Son, 
And raiſe Him from the dead ; 
I make my holy hil: his throne, 
And wide his kiigdem ſpread. 


4 Aſk me, my Son, and then enjoy 
The utmoſt heathen lands: 
Thy rod of iron ſhall deſtroy 
The rebel that withſtands.” 


Be wiſe, ye rulers of the earth, 
Obey th? anointed Lord; 

Adore the King of heav'nly birth, 
And tremble at his word, 


6 With humble love addreſs his throne ; 
For if He irown ye die: 
They are ſecure, and they alone, 
Who on his grace rely, 


PSALM III. 


; Y God how many are my fears! 
How faſt my foes increaſe ! 
Conſpiring my eternal death, 
They break my preſent peace. 


2 The lying tempter would perſuade 
There's no relief in heav'n; 
And all my ſwelling fins appear 

Too big to be forgiv'n. 
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PS AL MS. 


3 But Thou, my glory and my ENG, 


Shalt on the tempter tread, 
Shalt ſilence all my threat'n1 "g guilt, 
And raiſe my drooping hea 


4 What though the hoſts of death and bell 


All arm'd àgainſt me ſtood, 
Terrors no more ſhall ſhake my ſoul; 
My refuge 1s my God, 


5 Salvation to the Lord belongs, 


His arm alone can ſave : 
Bleſſings attend thy people here, 
And reach beyond the grave. 


PS ALM IV. 


I O God of grace and righteouſneſs, 


Hear and attend when I complain; 
'Thou haſt enlarg'd me in diſtreſs, 
Bow down a gracious ear again, 


2 Ye ſons of men, in vain ye try 


To turn my glory into ſhame ; 
How long will ſcoffers love to lie, 
And dare reproach my Saviour's Name? 


3 Let the unthinking many ſay, 


«« Who will beſtow ſome earthly good!“ 
But, Lord, thy light and love we pray, 
Our ſouls deſire this heav'nly food, 


4 Then ſhall my chearful pow'rs rejoice 


At grace and favours ſo divine; 
Nor will I change my happy choice, 
For all their corn and all their wine, 


PSAL MM VI. 


N anger, Lord, rebuke me not, 
Withdraw the dreadful ftorm ; 
Nor let thy fury grow ſo hot 
Againſt a feeble worm, 
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4 PSALM 8. 


2 Sorrow and pain wear out my days ; 
I waſte the night with cries ; 
Counting the minutes as they paſs, 

Till the ſlow morning riſe, © 


3 Shall I be ſtill tormented more? 
My eyes conſum'd with grief ? 
How long, my God, how long before 
Thine hand affords relief ? 


4 He hears when duſt and aſhes ſpeak, 
He pities all our groans; 
He ſaves us for his mercy's ſake, 
And heals our broken bones, 


PSALM VIII. 


J Lord our God, how wond'rous great 
Is thine exalted Name ! 
The glories of thy heav'nly ſtate 
Let men and babes proclaim, 


2 When I behold thy works on high, 
The moon that rules the night, 
And ftars that well adorn the ſky, 
Thoſe moving worlds of light! 


3 Lord, what is man, or all his race, 
Who dwells ſo far below, 
That thou ſhould viſit him with grace, 
And love his nature ſo! 


4 That thine Eternal Son ſhould bear 
| To take a mortal form, 
Made lower than his angels are 
To ſave a dying worm! 


5 Him Thou haſt crown'd with majeſty, 
Who bow'd his guiltleſs head: 
To him Thou'ſt giv'n a Name moſt high, 
Moſt wide his kingdom ſpread. 


6 Jeſus, our Lord, how wond'rous great. 
Is thy exalted Name ! 

The glories of thy heav'nly ſtate 
Let the whole earth proclaim, 


PKS. 


PSALM. X. 


I WI do the men of malice ſay, 
Elate with fooliſh pride? 


„The Lord will never us repay, 
Nor fight on Zion's ſide,” 


2 Aſſert thy juſt dominion, Lord, 
Stretch forth thy mighty hand, 
As when the heathen felt thy ſword, 
And periſh'd from thy land. 


3 Thou haſt the humble ſuppliants heard, 
Who to thy throne repair; 
They come with hearts by Thee Prepar 'd, 
And Thou accept'ſt their pray'r. 


4 Proud tyrants ſhall no more oppreſs, 
No more deſpiſe the juſt; 
And mighty ſinners ſhall confeſs, 
They are but earth and duſt, 


PSALM XIV. 


Z OOL5S in their hearts believe and ſay, 
That all religion's vain, 
There is, no God that reigns on high, 

« Or minds th” affairs of men. 


2 From thoughts ſo dreadful and profane. 22 

Corrupt diſcourſe proceeds; | 

And in their impious hands are found®” 
Abominable deeds. 


The Lord from his celeſtial throne * & 
Look'd down on things below, 

To find the man that ſought his grace, 
Or did his jultice know. 


4 By nature all are gone aſtray, 
Their practice all the ſame : 

- There's none that loves his Maker's hand, 
"There's none that fears his Name. 
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5 Their tongues are us'd to ſpeak deceit ; 
Their ſlanders never ceaſe ; 
How ſwift to miſchief are their feet ? 
Nor know the paths of peace. 


6 Such ſeeds of fin (that bitter root) 
In ev'ry heart are found ; 
Nor can they bear diviner fruit, 
Till grace refine the ground, 


PSALM XVI. 


1 OD is my portion and my joy; 

His counſels are my light : 

He gives me ſweet advice by day, 
And gentle hints by night. 


2 I ſet the Lord before my face, 
He bears my courage up : 
My heart and tongue their joy expreſs, 
My fleſh ſhall reſt in hope. 


3 My fpirit, Lord, thou wilt not leave, 
Where ſouls departed are: 
Nor quit my body to the grave 
To fee corruption there. 


4 Thou wilt reveal the path of life, 
And raiſe me to thy throne ; 
Thy courts immortal pleaſures give, 


Thy preſence joys unknown. 


PSALM XVII. 


z ? IS God that girds my armour on, 
; And all my juſt deſigns fulfils; 
_ Through Him my feet can ſwiftly run, 
= And nimbly climb the ſteepeſt hills, 
2 Leſſons of war from Him I take, 
And manly weapons learn to wield ; 
Strong bows of ſteel with eaſe I break, 
Forc'd by my ſtronger arms to yield. 


= - — - 
2 —__— * 
— : 
[2 
o 


9 


. 


3 The buckler of his ſaving health 
Prote&s me from aſſaulting foes ; 
His hand ſuſtains me ſtill ; my wealth 
And greatneſs from his bounty flows. 


4 My goings He enlarg'd abroad, 
Till then to narrow paths confin'd ; 
And, when in ſlipp'ry ways I trod, 
The method of my ſteps deſign'd. 


5 Let the Eternal Lord be prais'd ! 
The rock on whoſe defence I reſt ! 
O'er higheſt heav'ns his name be rais'd, 
Who me with his ſalvation bleſs'd. 


PS ALM XIX. 


I OD's perfect law converts the ſoul, 
Reclaims from falſe defires ; 
With ſacred wiſdom his ſure word 
The ignorant inſpires, 


2 The ſtatutes of the Lord are juſt 
And bring ſincere delight; 
His pure commands in fearch of truth 
Aſſiſt the feebleſt ſight, 


3 His perfect worſhip here is fix'd, 
On ſure foundations laid : 
His equal laws are in the ſcales. 
Of truth and juſtice weigh'd. 


4 Of more eſteem than golden mines, 
Or gold refin'd with {kill ; | 
More ſweet than honey, or the drops 
That from the comb diſtill. 
5 My faithful counſellors they are, 
And friendly warnings give : 
Divine rewards attend on thoſe, 


Who by his precepts live, 
B 4 
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I OW may the God of pow'r and grace 
Attend his people's humble cry ! 

Jehovah hears when Iſr'el prays, 

And ſends deliv'rance from on high. 


2 Well he remembers all our fighs ; 

His love exceeds our beſt deſerts ; 
His love accepts the ſacrifice 

Of humble groans and broken hearts, 


In his ſalvation 1s our hope, 

And in the Name of Iſr'el's God 

Our t1oops ſhall lift their banners up, 
Our navies ſpread their flags abroad. 


Some truſt in horſes trained for war; 
And ſome of chariots make their hoalt ; 
Our ſureſt expeQations are 

From Thee, the Lord of heay'nly hoſt, 


5 Now ſave us, Lord, from laviſh fear; 
Now let our hope be firm and ſtrong, 
Till thy ſalvation ſhall appear, 

And joy and triumph raiſe the ſong. 


PSALM XXI. 


1 Y thy upwearied ſtrength upheld, 

To Thee the King his thanks ſhall yield 
And, taught by bleſt experience, know 
What joys from thy ſalvation flow. 


2 Thy cares his hearts deſire complete; 
His pray*r from thy eternal ſeat, 

As low to Thee his knees he bends, 
In full acceptance back deſcends. 


Thou, Lord, preventive of his want, 
The bleſſings of thy love wilt grant, 
And bid the crown immortal ſpread 
It's pureſt ſplendors round his head. 
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4 He aſked Thee life, and finds it giv'n, 


Life, laſting as the days of heav'n. 
The conqueſts, which thy hands beſtow, 
With grace and glory bind his brow, 


He, crown'd with bliſs perpetual, He 
Thy face in full diſplay ſhall ſee, 
And (for on Thee his hopes rely) 
Unmoy'd each adverſe ſhock defy. 


Sole Lord of all, through earth and ſkies 
O let thy pow'r conſpicuous riſe, 

And furniſh to our grateful lays 

A theme of everlaſting praiſe. 


PSALM XXII. 
Y God, my God, O tell me, why 
Unheeded ſtill aſcends my cry, 
Why thus from my afflicted heart 
'Thy preſence and thy health depart? 


Lord what am I ? a man in form, 
Yet brother to the trampled worm ; 
An outcaſt from the human kind, 
To fierce deriſion's rage confign'd, 


They ſhake their heads, they ſhout, they gaze; 
Each eye, each lip, contempt betrays : 

On God, they cry, thy hope was ſtaid 

Be God, if his thou art, thy aid. 


4 Thine, mightieſt Father, thine I am ; 


By Thee from out the womb I came, 
From Thee my ev'ry comfort ſprung, 
While yet upon the breaſt I hung. 


O view me not with diſtant eye, 
While various priefs await me nigh: 
Thy aid withheld, what friendly pow'r 
Shall ſhield me in the dang'rous hour ? 


6 See bulls unnumber'd round me ſtand, 


Bulls, nurs'd in Baſan's fertile land ; 
With wide-extended mouth they roar, 
Nor rage the rav'ning lions more. 
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7 My frame disjoin'd in ſwift decay, 
Waſtes like the running ſtream away; 
My heart in groans it's grief proclaims, 
And melts, as wax before the flames. 

8 Faſt to my jaws my tongue is chain'd, 
My fleſh, it's vital moiſture drain'd, 
Dry as the clay- form'd vaſe appears, 
And Cen to death thy chaſt'ning bears. 


9 Thou ſeeſt a throng, who Thee deſpiſe, 


In dreadful ſiege againſt me riſe, 
And while faſt iſſuing ſtreams the gore, 
My hands and feet relentleſs bore. 


10 My ſtarting bones to ev'ry eye 
Expoſed, O ye that paſſing by 
In wonder (not in pity) join, 
O, ſay, was ever prief like mine ? 


11 My raiment each with each divides, 
My velture, as the lot decides, 
Becomes ſome new poſſeſſor's ſpoil, 
The prize that crowns his impious toll. 


12 My God, my ſtrength, recede not far, 
But haſte and make my ſoul thy care, 
O turn th' impending ſwords away, 
Nor yield it to the dog a prey. 


13 So will I join thy honour'd Name 
Amidſt my brethren to proclaim, ; 
And gath'ring crouds ſhall hear me raiſe 
To God the ſongs of endleſs praiſe. 


PS AL M XXIII. 
1 HE Lord my ſhepherd 1s, 
I ſhall be well ſupply'd ; 
Since He js mine, and I am his, 
What can I want beſide ? 


2 He leads me to the place, 
Where heav'nly paſture grows, 
Where living waters gently pals, 

And full ſalvation flows, 
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3 If cer I go aſtray, 
He doth my ſoul reclaim ; 

T: And guides me in his own right way, 

Y For his moſt holy Name. 

4 While He affords his aid, 
I cannot yield to fear; 

Though I ſhould walk thro? death's dark ſhade, 

My ſhepherd's with me there, 


5 In ſight of all my foes 
Thou dolt my table ſpread ; 
My cup with bleſlings overflows, 
And joy exalts my head. 


6 The bounties of thy love 
944 Shall crown my following days ; 
| Nor from thy houſe will I remove ; 
Nor ceaſe to ſpeak thy praiſe, 


PSALM XXIV. 


J RECT your heads, eternal gates, 
Unfold to entertain 
Ihe King of Glory! See He comes 
With his celeſtial train, 


2 Who is this King of Glory? Who? 
'The Lord for itrength renown'd ; 
In battle mighty, o'er his foes 
Eternal victor crown'd. 


3 Erect your heads, ye gates, unfold, 
In ſtate to entertain 
The King of Glory : ſee He comes 
1 Wich all his ſhining train. 

4 Whois the King of Glory? Who? 
9 The Lord of Hoſts renown'd : 
Of Glory He alone is King, 

Who is with glory crown'd, 
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2 Sin and the pow'rs of hell 


12 A L M 8. 


PS ALM XXV. 


1 Lift my ſoul to God, 
My truſt is in his Name: 
Let not my foes that ſeek my blood 
Still triumph in my ſhame, 


Perſuade me to deſpair ; 
Lord, make me know thy cov'nant well, 
That I may *ſcape the ſnare. 12 


3 Remember all thy grace, | W * 

And lead me in thy truth; 

Forgive the ſins of riper days, 
And follies of my youth. 


4 The Lord 1s juſt and kind, 
The meek ſhall learn his ways; 
And ev'ry humble ſinner find 
The methods of his grace. 


For his own goodneſs ſake 

He ſaves my ſoul from ſhame ; 
He pardons (tho' my guilt be great) 

Through my Redeemer's Name. 


PS ALM XXVII. 


I BE Lordof glory is my light, 
And my ſalvation too; 


God is my ſtrength ; nor will I fear 
What all my foes can do. 


2 One privilege my heart defires : 
O! grant me an abode; 
Among the churches of thy ſaints, 
The temples of my God. 
3 There ſhall I offer my requeſts, 
And ſee thy beauty ſtill : 
Shall hear the meſſage of thy love, 
And there enquire thy will. 


. 13 


4 When troubles riſe, and ſtorms appear, 
There may his children hide; 
God has a ſtrong pavilion, where 
8 He makes my ſoul abide. 


5 Now ſhall my head be lifted high 


2 Above my foes around, 

And ſongs of joy and victory 

9 Within my temples ſound. 

p- PSALM XXXIL 
4 Bleſſed ſouls are they, 


Whoſe ſins are cover'd o'er, . 
Divinely bleſt, to whom the Lord 
Imputes their guilt no more. 


2 They mourn their follies paſt, 
And keep their hearts with care ; 

Their lips and lives without deceit 
Shall prove their faith fincere, 


While I conceal'd my guilt, 

I felt the feft'ring/wound ; 
Till I confeſs'd my fins to Thee, 

And ready pardon found. 


Let ſinners learn to pray, 

Let ſaints keep near the throne ; 
Our help in times of deep diſtreſs 

Is found in God alone. 


4 PSALM XXXII. 


1 LESSED, how bleſſed! they to whom 
1 The Lord for God is known! 
Whom He from all the world befides 
* Has choſen for his own ! 
2 He all the nations of the earth 
4 From heav'n his throne ſurvey'd ; 
He ſaw their works and view'd their thoughts, 
By Him their hearts were made, 
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3 No king is ſaſe by mighty haſts, 
Their ſtrength the ſtrong deceives; 
No manag'd horſe by force or ſpeed 
His warlike rider ſaves, 


4 Tis God who thoſe that truſt in him 
Beholds with gracious eyes; 
He frees their ſouls from death, their want 
In time of dearth ſupplies, 


Our ſoul on God with patience waits; 
Our help and ſhield is He: 

Then Lord let ſtill our hearts rejoice, 
Becauſe we trult on Thee. 


P S ALM XXXIV. 


1 OME children, learn to fear the Lord; 
And that your days be long, 
Let not a falſe or evil word 
Be found upon your tongue. 


2 Depart from miſchief, practice love, 
Purſue the works of peace; 
So ſhall the Lord your ways approve, 
And ſet your ſouls at eaſe. 
3 His eyes awake to guard the juſt, 
His ears attends their cry; 
When broken ſpirits dwell in duſt, 
The God of grace is nigh, 


4 What though the ſorrows here they taſte 
Are ſharp and tedious too, 
The Lord, who ſaves them all at laſt, 


Is their fupporter now. 


5 Evil ſhall ſmite the wicked dead, 
But God ſecures his own, 
Prevents the miſchief, when they ſlide, 
Or heals the broken bone. 


6 When deſolation, like a flood, 

O'er the proud finner rolls; 
Saints find a refuge in their God, 
For He redeem'd their ſouls, 


NBA L MVS. 
PS ALM XXXVI. 


IGH in the heav'ns, eternal God! 

Thy goodneſs in full glory ſhines; 
Thy truth ſhall break through ev'ry cloud, 
That veils and darkens thy deſigns. 


2 For ever firm thy juſtice ſtands, 
As mountains their foundations keep; 
Wiſe are the wonders of thy hands; 
Thy judgments are a mighty deep. 


3 Thy Providence is kind and large; 
Both men and beaſt thy bounty thare ; 
The whole creation is thy charge, 
But ſaints are thy peculiar care, 


4 My God! how excellent thy grace, 
Whence all our hope and comfort ſprings ! 
The ſons of Adam in diſtreſs, 

Fly to the ſhadow of thy wings, 


5 From the proviſions of thy houſe, 
We ſhall be fed with ſweet repaſt ; 
There mercy, like a river, flows, 
And brings ſalvation to our taſte, 


6 Life, like a fountain rich and free, 
Springs from the preſence of my Lord ; 
And in thy light our ſouls ſhall ſee 
The glories promis'd in thy word, 


PSALM XXXVII. 


I HY do the wealthy wicked boaſt, 
And grow profanely bold ? 
The meaneſt portion of the juſt 
Excells the ſinner's gold. 


2 The wicked borrows of his friends, 
But ne'er deſigns to pay; 
The juſt is merciful and lends, - 
Nor turns the poor away. 
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3 His alms with lib'ral heart he gives 
Among the ſons of need ; 
His mem'ry to long ages lives, 
And bleſſed is his ſeed, 


4 His lips abhor to talk profane, 
To ſlander or defraud ; 
His ready tongue declares to men 
What he has learn'd from God, 


5 The law and goſpel of the Lord 
Deep in his heart abide; 

Led by the ſpirit and the word, 
His feet ſhall never ſlide. 


6 When ſinners fall, the righteous ſtand, 
Preſerv'd from ev'ry ſnare; 
They ſhall poſſeſs the promis'd land, 
And dwell for ever there. 


PS ALM XXXIX. 
I EACH me the meaſure of my days, 
Thou maker of my frame; 
I would ſurvey life's narrow ſpace, 
And learn how frail I am. 


2 A ſpan 15 all that we can boaſt, 
An inch or two of time 
Maa 1s but vanity and dull, 
In all his flow'r ard prime. Ki 


See the vain race of mortals move : 

Like ſhadows o'er the plain; 2 
They rage aud ſtrive, deſire and love, ? 

But all their noiſe is vain. 


4 Some walk in honour's gaudy ſhew, 
Some dig for golden ore; 
They toil for heirs, they know not who, 
And ſtraight are ſeen no more. 


5 What ſhould I wiſh or wait for then, 
From creatures earth and duſt ? 
They make our expectations vain, 
And diſappoint our truſt. 
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6 Now I forbid my carnal hope, 
My fond deſires recall; 
I give my mortal int'reſt up, 
And make my God my all, 


PSALM XI. 


I Waited patient for the Lord, 
He bow'd to hear my cry: 

He ſaw me reſting on his word, 
And brought ſalvation nigh. 


2 He rais'd me from a horrid pit, 
Where mourning long I lay; 
And from my bonds releas'd my feet, 
Deep bonds of miry clay. 


3 Firm on a rock he made me ſtand, 
And taught my chearful tongue 
To praiſe the wonders of his hand, 
In a new thankful ſong. 


4 I'll ſpread his works of grace abroad; 

8 The ſaints with joy ſhall hear; 

1 And ſinners learn to make my God 

3 Their only hope and fear. 

4 5 How many are thy thoughts of love! 

3 Thy mercies, Lord, how great! 

| We have not words, nor hours enough, 
Their numbers to repeat. 


4 A . 
+ I IT H earneſt longings of the mind, 
5 My God, to thee I look; | 
SO pants the hunted hart to find, 

And taſte the cooling brook. 


2 When ſhall I ſee thy courts of grace, 
And meet my God again ? 
90 long an abſence from thy face 
My heart endures wich pain. 
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3 Temptations vex, my weary ſoul, 
And tears are my repaſt; 
The foe inſults without controul, 
«« And where's your God at lat?” 


*Tis with a mournful pleaſure now 
I think on antient days : 

Then to thy houſe did numbers go, 
And all our work was praiſe. 


5 But why's my ſoul ſunk down ſo far 
Beneath this heavy load ? 
Why do my thoughts indulge deſpair 
And ſin againſt my God? 


6 Hope in the Lord, whoſe mighty hand 
Can all thy woes remove; 
For I ſhall yet before him ſtand, 


And ſing reſtoring love. 


PSALM XIV. 


1 Y'LL ſpeak the honours of my King: 
I His form divinely fair; 
None of the ſons of mortal race 
May with the Lord compare. 
2 Sweet is thy ſpeech, and heav'nly grace 
Upon thy lips 1s ſhed : 
Thy God with bleſſings infinite 
Hath crown'd thy ſacred head. 


3 Gird on thy ſword, victorious Prince! 
Ride with majeſtic ſway : 
Thy terror ſhall ſtrike through thy toes, 
And make the world obey. 


4 Thy throne, O God, for ever ſtands ; 
Thy word of grace ſhall prove 
A peacefal ſcepter in thy hands, 
To rule thy faints by love. 


5 Juſtice and truth attend thee ſtill, 


But mercy is thy choice; 
Ang God, thy God, thy ſoul ſhall fill 
With moſt peculiar joys. 
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PS ALM XLVI. 


1 OD is our refuge in diſtreſs, 
6 A preſent help when dangers preſs ; 
In him undaunted we'll confide : 
Though earth were from her center toſs'd, 
And mountains in the ocean loſt, 
Torn piece-meal by the roaring tide, 


2 A gentler ſtream with gladneſs till 
The city of our Lord ſhall fill, 
The royal ſeat of God moſt high : 
God dwells in Sion, whoſe fair tow'rs 
Shall mock th* aſſault of earthly pow'rs, 
While his Almighty aid is nigh. 
3 In tumults when the heathen rag'd, 
And kingdoms war againſt us wag'd, 
He thunder'd and diſpers'd their pow'rs. 
The Lord of hoſts conducts our arms, 


| 4 Our tow'r of refuge in alarms; 

8 Our father's guardian God and ours, 
* 8 

1 PSALM XLVII. 
* 3 N Sion God is known, 


A refuge in diſtreſs ; 
How bright has his ſalvation ſhone 
Through all her palaces ! 
When kings againſt her join'd, 
And ſaw the Lord was there, 


In wild confufion of the mind, 
They fled with haſty fear. 


Oft have our fathers told, 
Our eyes have often ſeen, 

How well our God ſecures the fold, 
Where his own ſheep have been. 


In ev'ry new diſtreſs 
We'll to his houſe repair, 

We'll think upon his wond'rous grace, 
And ſeek deliv'rance there. 
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PSALM I. 


1 HE Lord, the Judge, before his throne 
Bids the whole earth draw nigh : 
The nations near the riſing ſun, 
_ And near the weltern ſky, 


2 Thron'd on a cloud our God ſhall come, 
Bright flames prepare his way; 
Thunder and darkneſs, fire and ſtorm 
Lead on the dreadful day. 


3 Heav'n from above his call ſhall hear, 
Attending angels come 
And earth and hell ſhall know and fear 
His juſtice and their doom. 


4 But gather all my ſaints, (He cries) 
« That made their peace with God, 
« By the Redeemer's ſacrifice, 
« And ſeal'd it with his blood. 


Their faith and works brought forth to light, 
„ Shall make the world confeſs 
« My ſentence of reward is right, 
« And heav'n adore my grace,” 


PSALM II. 


1 God of mercy, hear my call, 
My load of guilt remove; 
Break down this ſeparating wall, 
That bars me from thy love. 


2 Give me the preſence of thy grace, 
Then my rejoicing tongue 
Shall ſpeak aloud thy righteouſneſs, 
And make thy praiſe my ſong, 
3 No blood of goats nor heifer ſlain, 
For ſin could e'er atone ; 
The death of Chriſt ſhall Rill remain, 
Sufficient and alone, 
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4 A ſoul oppreſt with fins deſert 


My God will ne'er deſpiſe; 
An humble groan, a broken heart, 
Is our beſt ſacrifice, 


PS AL M: LY: 


1 ET finners take their courſe, 
And chuſe the road to death ; 
But in the worſhip of my God, 
I'll ſpend my daily breath. 


2 My thoughts addreſs his throne, 
When morning brings the light; 
I ſeek his bleſſing ev'ry noon, 
And pay my vows at night, 


3 Thou wilt regard my cries, 
O my eternal God! 
While ſinners periſh in ſurprize, 
Beneath thy angry rod. 


4 Becauſe they dwell at caſe, 
And no ſad changes feel, 
They neither fear nor truſt thy Name, 
Nor learn to do thy will, 


But I with all my cares, 
Will lean upon the Lord; 
I'll caſt my burden on his arm, 

And reit upon his word, 


6 His arm ſhall well ſuſtain 
The children of his love; 

The ground on which their ſafety ſtands, 
No earthly pow'r can move. 
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OD counts the ſorrows of his ſaints, 
Their groans affect his ears; 
Thou haſt a book for my complaints, 
A bottle for my tears, 
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2 When to thy throne I raiſe my cry, 
The wicked fear and flee ; 
So ſwift is pray'r to reach tie ſky, 
So near is God to me. 


3 In Thee, moſt holy, juſt, and true, 
I have repos'd my trult ; 
Nor will I fear what man can do, 
The offspring of the duſt, 


4 Thy dolemn vows are on me, Lord, 
Thou ſhalt receive my praiſe ; 
FI fing how faithful is thy word, 
How righteous all thy ways. 


5 Thou haſt ſecur'd my ſoul from death; 


O ſet thy pris'ner ſree; 
That heart, and hand, and life and breath, 
May be employ'd for Thee. 


PSALM IXI. 


HEN overwhelm'd with grief, 
My heart within me dies, 
Helpleſs and far from all relief, 
To heav'n I lift mine eyes, 


2 O lead me to the rock, 
That's high above my head 
And make the covert of thy wings, 
My ſhelter and my ſhade, 


3 Within thy preſence, Lord, 
For ever I'l] abide; 
Thou art the tow'r of my defence, 
The refuge where I hide, 
4 Thou giveſt me the lot 
Of thoſe that fear thy Name ; 
If endleſs life be their reward, 
I ſhall poſſeſs the ſame. 
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PS AL M LXIII. 


1 ARi.Y, my God, without delay, 
L haſte to ſeek thy face, 
My thirſty ſpirit faints away, 
Without thy chearing grace, 
2 So pilgrims on the ſcorching ſand, 
Beneath a burning ſky, 
Long for a cooling ſtream at hand, 
And they mult drink or die. 


3 I've ſeen thy glory and thy pow'r, 
Thro' all thy :zmple ſhine; 
My God repeat that heav'nly hour, 
That viſion ſo divine. 


4 Not all the bleſſings of a feaſt, 
Can pleaſe my foul fo well, 
As when thy richer grace I taſte, 
And in thy preſence dwell, 


5 Not life itſelf with all it's joys, 
Can my belt paſſions move, 
Or raiſe ſo high my chearful voice, 
As thy forgiving iove. 
6 Thus, till my laſt expiring day, 
P11 bleſs my God and King; 
Thus will I itt my hands to pray, 
And tune my lips to ſing. 


PSALM LXV. 


| OR Thee, O God, our conſtant praiſe 
In Sion waits, thy choſen ſeat ; 
Our promis'd altars there we'll raiſe, 
And all our zealous vows compleat. 
2 O0 Thou, who to my humble pray'r 
Didſt always bend thy liſt'ning ear, 
To Thee ſhall all mankind repair, 
And at thy gracious throne appear. 
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3 Our ſins (tho' numberleſs) in vain 
To ſtop thy flowing mercy try; 
Whilit Thou o'erlook'ſt the guilty ſtain, 
And waſheſt out the crimſon die. 


4 Bleſt is the man, who, near Thee plac'd, 
Within thy ſacred dwelling lives; 
Whilſt we at humble diſtance taſte 
The vaſt delights thy temple gives. 


PS ALM ULXVI. 


I COME all ye that fear the Lord, 
Attend with heedful care; 
Whilft I what God for me has done, 
With grateful joy declare. 
2 As I, before, his aid implor'd, 
So now I praiſe his name; 
Who, if my heart had harbour'd ſin, v 
Would all my pray'rs diſclaim, 5 
3 But God to me, whene'er I cry'd, * 
His gracious ear did bend; 5 
And to the voice of my requeſt ” 
With conſtant love attend. 179 
4 Then bleſs'd for ever be my God, 
Who never, when [ pray, 
Withholds his mercy from my ſoul, 
Nor turns his face away. 


PSALM LXVIII. 


I ORD, when thou didſt aſcend on high, k 
Ten thouſand angels fill'd the ſky : I 

Thoſe heav'nly guards around thee wait, 
Like chariots that attend thy ſtate. * 


2 Not Sinai's mountain could appear 
More glorious, when the Lord was there ; 
While he pronounc'd his dreadful law, 
And ſtruck the choſen tribes with awe. 
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How bright the triumph none can tell, 
When the rebellious pow'rs of hell, 
That thouſand ſouls had captive made, 
Were all in chains like captives led, 


4 Rais'd by his Father to the throne, 
He ſent the promis'd bleſſing down, 
With gifts and grace for rebel men 
That God might dwell on earth again, 
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PSALM LXIX. 


AVE me, O God, the ſwelling floods 
„Break in upon my ſoul : 
I fink, and ſorrows o'er my head 
„ Like mighty waters roll, 


I cry till all my voice be gone; 

© In tears I waſte the day: 

My God, behold my longing eyes, 
„And ſhorten thy delay. 


They hate my ſoul without a cauſe, 

« And ſti} their number grows 
More than the hairs around my head, 
« And mighty are my foes, 


Twas then I pay'd that dreadful debt, 
„That men could never pay, 

And gave thoſe honours to thy law, 

„% Which ſinners took away. 


Now ſhall the ſaints rejoice and find 
„ Salvation in my Name, 

For I have borne their heavy load 
Of ſorrow, pain and ſhame. 


Grief, like a garment, cloath'd me round, 
% And ſackcloth was my dreſs, 

While I procur'd for naked ſouls 

A robe of righteouſnets, 
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7 © Amongſt my brethren and the Jews, 
like a ſtranger ſtood, 

« And bore their vile reproach to bring 
„The Gentiles near to God, 


8 l came in ſinful mortals ſtead 
« To do my Father's will; 

« Yet when I cleans'd my Father's houſe, 
„They ſcandaliz'd my zeal. 


9 © My faſtings and my holy groans 
«+ Were made the drunkards ſong ; 
« But God from his celeſtial throne, 
« Heard my complaining tongue. 


10 © He ſav'd me from the dreadful deep, 
« Nor let my ſoul be drown'd ; 
« He rais'd and fix'd my ſinking feet 
« On well eltabliſh'd ground. 


11“ *Twas in a moſt accepted hour, 
«« My pray'r aroſe on high, | 
% And for my ſake my God ſhall hear 
« The dying ſinners cry,” 


PS ALM LXXI. 


I HY righteous acts and ſaving health, 


My mouth ſhall fill declare; 
Unable yet to count them all, 
Tho? ſumm'd with utmoſt care. 


2 While God vouchſafes me his ſupport, 
Pll in his ſtrength go on, 
All other righteouſneſs diſclaim, 
And mention his alone. 


3 Thou, Lord, haſt taught me from my youth 


To praiſe thy glorious name 
And ever ſince thy wond'rous works 
Have been my conſtant theme. 


4 Then now forſake me not when J 


Am grey and feeble grown; 
Till | to theſe and ſuture times, 


Thy ſtrength and pow'r have ſhown, 


FS R D M 8 
õ How high thy juſtice ſoars, O God! 


How great and wond'rous are 
The mighty works which Thou halt done, 
Who may with Thee compare ? 


6 Me, whom thy hand has ſorely preſs'd, 
Thy grace ſhail yet relieve, 
And from the loweſt depth of woe, 
With tender care retrieve. 


7 Thro' Thee, my time to come ſhall be 
With pow'r and greatneſs crown'd ;. 
And me, who diſmal years have paſt, 
Thy comforts ſhall ſurround. 


8 Therefore with pſaltery and harp 
Thy truth, O Lord, I'll praiſe ; 
To Thee, the God of Jacob's race, 
My voice in anthems raiſe. 


9 Then joy ſhall fill my mouth, and ſongs 
Employ my chearful voice: 
My grateful ſoul, by Thee redeem'd, 
Shall in thy ſtrength rejoice. 


PSALM LXXII. 
1 JESUS ſhall reign where'er the ſun 


Does his ſucceſſive journeys run : 
His kingdom ftretch from ſhore to ſhore, 
Till moons ſhall wax and wane no more. 


2 For Him ſhall endleſs pray'r be made, 
And princes throng to crown his head ; 
His Name like ſweet perfume ſhall riſe 
With ev'ry morning ſacrifice. 


3 People and realms of ev'ry tongue 
Dwell on his love, with ſweeteſt ſong ; 
And infant voices ſhall proclaim 
Their early bleſſings on his Name. 
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4 Bleſſings abound. where'er he reigns ; 
The pris'ner leaps to loſe his chains, 
The wearv find eternal reit, 

And all the ſcns of want are bleſt. 

5 Where He diſplays his healing pow'r, 8 
Death ard the curſe are known no more; | 
In Him the ſons of Adam boalt 
More bleſſings than their father loſt, 


28 


6 Let ev'ry creature riſe and bring, N 
Peculiar honours to our king; 
Angels deſcend with ſongs again, 
And earth repeat the loud Amen, 
; 


PSALM LXXIII. 
| 1 OD my ſupporter and my hope, 
| My help for ever near, 

'Thine arm of mercy held me up, 
When ſinking in deſpair, 


| 2 Thy counſels, Lord, ſhall guide my feet, 

'Threugh this dark wilderneſs; 

| Thine hand conduct me near thy ſeat, 
To dwell before thy face. 


3 Were I in heav'n without my God, 
*I would be no joy to me; 
And whilſt this earth is my abode, 
I long for none but 'Thee, 


4 What if the ſprings of life were broke, 
And fleſh and heart ſhould faint ! 
God is my ſoul's eternal rock, 
The ſtrength of ev'ry ſaint. 


5 Behold, the ſinners that remove 14 

Far from thy preſence die; 4 

Not all the idol Gods they love, f 
Can ſave chem when they cry. 


6 But to draw near to Thee my God, 

Shall be my ſweet employ; | 

My tongue ſhall ſcund thy works abroad, 
And tell the world my joy. 


PSALM s. 


PSALM LXXVII. 


1 O God I cry'd with mournful voice, 
[ ſought his gracious ear, 
In the ſad day when troubles roſe, 
And filPd the night with fear. 


2 Sad were my days and dark my nights, 
My ſoul refus'd relief; 
I thought on God the juſt and wiſe, 
But thought increas'd my grief. 


| 3 Still I complain'd and ſtill oppreſt, 

- My heart began to break ; 

[ My God, thy wrath forbad me reſt, 
And kept my eyes awake. 


4 My overwhelming ſorrows grew, 

Till I could ſpeak no more; 
Then | within myſelf withdrew, 
And call'd thy judgments o'er. 


5 I calld back years and antient times, 
When I beheld thy face; 
My ſpirit ſearch'd for fecret crimes, . 
That might withhold thy grace. 


6 I call'd thy mercies to my mind, 
Which I enjoy'd before ; 
And will the Lord no more be kind ? 
His face appear no more ? 


7 Will he for ever caſt me off? 
His promiſe ever fail? 
| Has he forgot his tender love ? 
4 Shall anger ſtill prevail? 


$ But I forbid this hopeleſs thought, 

This dark deſpairing frame, 
: Rememb'ring what thy hand hath wrought ; 
f Thy hand 1s ſtill the ſame, 
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9 I'll think again of all thy ways, 


And talk thy wonders o'er ; 
Thy wonders of recov'ring grace, 
When fleſh could hope no more. 


10 Grace dwells with juſtice on the throne ; 


And men that love thy word, 
Have in thy ſanctuary known, 
The councils of the Lord, 


PSALM LXXX. 


1 H“ Thou not planted with thy hands 


A lovely vine in heathen lands ? 
Did not thy pow'r defend it round, 
And heav'nly dews enrich the ground? 


How did the ſpreading branches ſhoot, 
And bleſs'd the nations with the fruit ; 
But now look down, O Lord, and ſee, 
Thy mourning vane, that lovely tree, 


Why 1s its beauty thus defac'd ? 

Why haſt Thou laid her fences waſte ? 
Strangers and foes againſt her join, 
And ev'ry beaſt devours thy vine. 


Return, almighty God, return; 

Nor let thy bleeding vineyard mourn : 
Turn us to Thee, thy love reſtore ; 
We ſhall be ſav'd and ſigh no more. 


PSAL MM LXXX. Second Part. 


ORD, when this vine in Canaan grew, 
Thou waſt its ſtrength and glory too ! 
Attack'd in vain by all its foes, 
Till the fair branch of promiſe roſe, 


Fair branch ordain'd of old to ſhoot, 
From David's ſtock, ſrom Jacob's root ; 
Himſelf a noble vine, and we 

The leſſer branches of the tree. 


C 


3 Tis thine own Son; and he ſhall ſtand, 
Girt with thy Rrength, at thy right hand, 
Thy firſt-born Son ador'd and bleſs'd 
With pow'r and grace above the reſt. 


4 O! for his ſake attend our cry, 
Shine on thy churches, leſt they die; 
Turn us to Thee, thy love reſtore ; 
We ſhall be ſav'd to fin no more. 


PS ALM LXXXIV. 


OW pleaſant, how divinely fair, 
O Lord of hoſts, thy dwellings are! 
With long deſire my ſpirit faints 
To meet th* aſſemblies of. thy ſaints, 


2 My fleſh would reſt in thine abode, 
My panting heart cries out for God; 
My God ! My king ! why ſhould I be 
So far from all my joys and Thee ? 


The ſparrow chuſes where to reſt, 

And for her young provides her neſt : 

But will my God to ſparrows grant 
That pleaſure which his children want ?. 


4 Bleſt are the ſaints, who fit on high, 
Around thy throne of majeſty. : 
Thy brighteſt glories ſhine above, 
And all their work 1s praiſe and love, 


5 Bleſt are the fouls that find a place 
| Within the temples of thy grace; 
There they. behold thy gentler rays, 
\ And ſeek thy face and learn thy praiſe. 


6 Bleſt are the men, whole hearts are ſet 
To find a way to Zion's pate ; 
God is their ſtrength ; and through the road 
They lean upon their helper God. 


7 Chearful they walk with growing ſtrength, 
Till all ſhall meet in heav'n at length, 
*Till all before thy face appear, 

And join in nobler worſhip there. 


N 

: | 
1 
8 


£8: . 


PSALM LXXXV. 


1 CALVATION is for ever nigh 
To thoſe that fear and truſt the Lord; 
And grace deſcending from on high 
Freſh hopes of glory ſhall afford, 


2 Mercy and truth on earth are met, 
Since Chriſt the Lord came down from heav'n: 
By his obedience ſo compleat 
Juſtice is pleas'd, and peace is given. 
Now truth and honour ſhall abound, 
Religion dwell on earth again, 
And heav*nly influence bleſs the ground, 
In our Redeemer's gentle reign. 


4 His righteouſneſs is gone before, 
To give us free acceſs to God ; 
Our wand'ring feet ſhall ſtray no more, 
But mark his ſteps, and keep the road. 


PSALM LXXXVI. 


1 O my complaint, O Lord my God, 
Thy gracious ear incline: 
Hear me diſtreſs'd and deſtitute 
Of all relief but thine. 


5 2 Do Thou, O God, preſerve my ſoul, 
| That does thy Name adore, 
Thy ſervant keep, and him, whoſe truſt 
Relies on Thee, reſtore. 


3 To me, who daily Thee invoke, 
Thy mercy, Lord, extend: 
Refreſh thy ſervants ſoul, whoſe hopes n 
On Thee alone depend. 


4 Thou, Lord art good; not only good, 
But prompt to parden tog; 
Of plenteous mere / to all thoſe, 
Who for thy mercy ſue, 
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PS ALM LXXXVII. 


1 OD in this earthly temple lays 
Foundations for his heav'nly praile : 
He likes the tents of Jacob well, 
But ſtill in Zion loves to dwell. 


2 His mercy viſits every houſe 
That pay their night and morning vows ; 
But makes a more delightful tay 
Were churches meet to praiſe and pray. 


3 What glories were deſerib'd of old? 
What wonders are of Zion told? 
Thou city of our God below, 
Thy fame ſhall Tyre and Egypt know, 


4 Egypt and Tyre, and Greek and Jew, 
Shall there begin their lives anew ; 
Angels and men ſhall join to ſing 
The hill where living waters ſpring. 


5 When God makes up his laſt account 
Of natives in his holy mount, 
*T'will be an honour to appear 
As one new born, or nouriſh'd there. 


P S ALM LXXXIX. 


I OR ever ſhall my ſong record 
The truth and mercy of the Lord ; 
Mercy and truth for ever itand, 
Like heav'n, citabliſh'd by his hand. 


2 Thus to his Son he ſware, and ſaid, 
«© With Thee my cov*nant firſt is made; 
„In Thee ſhall dying finners hve, 
« Glory and grace are thine to give. 


3 Be Thou my prophet, Thou my prieſt; 
„ Thy children be for ever bleſs'd ; 
« Thou art my choſen king: thy throne 
„ Shall ſtand eternal like my own- 
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4 There's none of all my ſons above 
«« So much my image or my love; 
«« Celeſtial pow'rs thy ſubjects are! 
% Then what can earth to Thee compare. 


5 © David my ſervant, whom I choſe 
„To guard my flock, to cruſh my foes, 
« And rais'd him to the Jewiſh throne, 
«« Was but a ſhadow of my Son, 


6 Now let the church rejoice and ſing, 
Jeſus her Saviour and her King: 
Angels his heav'nly wonders ſhow, 
And ſaints declare his works below. 


PS ALM LXXXIX. Second Part. 


1 LEST are the ſouls that hear and know 
The goſpel's joyful ſound; 
Peace ſhall attend the paths they go, 
And light their ſteps ſurround. 


2 Their joy ſhall bear their ſpirits up, 
Thro' their Redeemer's Name; 
His righteouſneſs exalts their hope, 
Nor Satan dares condemn, 


3 The Lord their glory and defence 
Strength and ſalvation gives: 
Iſr'el, thy King for ever reigns, 
Thy God for ever lives, 


PSALM XC. 


1 UR God, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come, 
Our ſhelter from the ſtormy blaſt, 
And our eternal home. 


2 Under the ſhadow of thy throne 
Thy ſaints have dwelt ſecure ; 
Sufficient is thine arm alone, \ 
And our defence is ſure. 


Fi 


2 Sweet is the day of facred reſt, 


3 My heart ſhall triumph in my Lord, 


4 Fools never raiſe their thoughts ſo high ; 


5 But I ſhall ſhare a glorious part, 
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3 Before the hills in order ſtood, 


Or earth receiv'd her frame, 
From everlaſting Thou art God, 
To endleſs years the ſame. 


4 Thy word commands our fleſh to duſt, 


« Return ye ſons of men ;” 
All nations roſe from earth at firſt, 
And turn to earth again. 


5 A thouſand ages in thy fight 


Are like an ev'ning gone ; 
Short as the watch that ends the night, 
Before the rifing ſun. 


6 Our God, our help in ages paſt, 


Our hope for years to come, 
Be Thou our guard while troubles laſt, 
And our ſ eternal home. 


PS ALM XCIL 


I 8 is the work, my God, my king, 


To praiſe thy Name, give thanks and ſing. 
To ſhew thy love by morning lizht, 
And talk of all thy truth by night. 


No mortal care ſhall ſeize my breaſt ; | 
O may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David's harp of ſolemn ſound ! 


And bleſs his works and bleſs his word : 
Thy works of grace how bright they ſhune ! 
How deep thy counſels! how divine ! 
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Like brutes they live, like brutes they die; 
Like graſs they flouriſh, till thy breath 
Blaſts them 1n everlaſting death. 


When grace hath well refin'd my heart, 
And freſh ſupplies of joy are ſhed, 
Like holy oil, to cheer my head. 
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6 Sin (my worſt enemy before) 
Shall vex my eyes and ears no more: 
My inward foes ſhall all be ſlain, 
Nor Satan break my peace again. 


7 Then ſhall I ſee, and hear, and know, 
All I defir'd or wiſh'd below; 
And ev'ry pow'r find ſweet employ 
in that eternal world of joy. 


PSAL M XCIII. 


1 EHOVAH reigns : he dwells in light, 
Girded with majelly and might: 
The world created by his hands, 
Still on its foundation ſtands. 


2 But ere this ſpacious world was made, 
Or had its firſt toundation laid, 
Thy throne eternal ages ſtood, 
Thyſelf the everliving God. 


3 Like floods the angry nations riſe, 
And aim their rage againſ the ſkies ; 
Vain floods that aim their rage ſo high! 
At thy rebuke the billows die. 


4 For ever ſhall thy throne endure; 
Thy promiſe ſtands for ever ſure; 
And everlaſting holineſs 
Becomes the dwellings of thy grace. 


PS ALM XCIV. 


1 God, to whom revenge belongs, 
Proclaim thy wrath aloud; 
Let ſov'reign pow'r redreſs our wrongs, 
Let juſtice ſmite the proud. 


2 They ſay the Lord nor ſees nor hears;“ 
When will the fools be wiſe ? 
Can he be deaf, who form'd their ears? 
Or blind, who made their eyes ? 


. 


3 He knows their impious thoughts are vain, 
And they ſhall feel his pow'r; 
His wrath (hall pierce their ſouls with pain, 
In ſome ſurprizing hour. 


4 But if thy Saints deſerve rebuke, 
Thou hait a gentler rod; 
Thy providences and thy book, 
Shall make them know their God. 


5 Bleſt is the Man thy hands chaſtiſe, 
And to his duty draw : 
Thy ſcourges make thy children wile, 
When they forget thy law. 


6 But God will ne'cr caſt off his ſaints, 
Nor his own promiſe break; 
He pardons his inheritance 
For their Redeemer's ſake. 


7.8: AL -M XCV. 


I ING to the Lord [Jehovah's Name, 
And in his ſtrength rejoice ; 
When his Salvation is our theme, 
Exalted be our voice, 


2 With thanks approach his awful ſight, 
And pſalms of honour ſing; 

The Lord's a God of boundleſs might, 
The whole creation's King. 


3 Come, and with humble ſouls adore; 
Come kneel before his face ; 
O may the creatures of his pow'r 
Be children of his grace! 


4 Now is the time; he bends his ear, 

And wants for your requeſt ; 
4 Come, leit He rouze his wrath, and ſwear, 
% Ye ſhall not ſee my reſt.” 
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PS ALM XCVI. 3 


1 ING to the Lord ye diſtant lands, 
Ye tribes of ev'ry tongue ; 
His new diſcover'd grace demands 4 
A new and noble ſong, 


2 Say to the nations, Jeſus reigns, 
God's own almighty Son; 
His pow'r the ſinking world ſuſtains, 
"4 And grace ſurrounds his throne, 


1 3 Let heav'n proclaim the joyful day, * 
Joy thro' the earth be ſeen; | 

Let cities ſhine in bright array, 

And fields in chearful green. 


4 Let an unuſual joy ſurprize 
The iſlands of the ſea; 
Ve mountains ſink, ye vallies riſe, : 
Prepare the Lord his way. 14 
5 Behold He comes! He comes to bleſs A 
The nations as their God : 


To ſhew the world his righteouſneſs, 
And ſend his truth abroad. 


6 But when his voice ſhall raiſe the dead, 
And bid the world draw near, 
How will the guilty nations dread 
To ſee their Judge appear! 
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PS AL NM XCVII. 
I H* reigns, the Lord the Saviour reigns ! 


Praiſe him in evangelick ſtrains : 
Let the whole earth in ſongs rejoice, 
And diſtant iflands join their voice. 


2 Deep are his counſels and unknown 
But grace and truth ſupport his throne ; 
Thoꝰ gloomy clouds his way ſurround, 
Juſtice is their eternal ground. 
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3 In robes of judgment, lo He comes! 
Shakes the wide earth and cleaves the tombs : 
Before Him burns devouring fire, 
The mountains melt, the ſeas retire. 


His enemies with ſore diſmay, 

Fly from the ſight and ſhun the day: 
Then lift your heads, ye ſaints on high, 
And ling, for your redemption's nigh. 


PS ALM XCVII. Second Part. 


I T's Lord is come; the heav'ns proclaim 
His birth; the nations learn his name; 


An unknown ſtar directs the road 
Of Eaſtern ſages to their God. 


2 All ye bright armies of the ſkies, 
Go worſhip where the Saviour lies; 
Angels and Kings before him bow, 
Thoſe Gods on high and Gods below, 


3 Let Idols totter to the ground, 


And their own worſhippers confound ; 
But Judah ſhout, but Zion ſing, 
And earth confeſs her ſov'reign King. 
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PS ALM XCVH. Third Part. 


1 H' Almighty reigns exalted high 
Ober all the earth, o'er all the ſky ; 
Tho? clouds and daikack veil his feet, 
His dwelling is the mercy ſear, 


2 O ye that love his holy name, 
Hate ev'ry work of fin and ſhame ; 
He guards the fouls of all his friends, 
And from the ſnares of hell defends. 


3 Immortal light, and joys unknown, 
Are for the ſaints in darkreſs ſown ; 
Thoſe glorious ſeeds ſhall ſpring and 25 
And the bright harveſt bleſs our eyes 


E 2 


40 . 


Rejoice, ye righteous and record 

The ſacrcd honours of the Lord; 
None but the ſoul that feels his grace, 
Can triumph in his holineſs, 


PS ALM XCVII. 


i YOY to the world; the Lord is come! 
Let earth receive her King : 
Let every heart prepare him room, 
And all creation ſing. 


2 Joy to the earth, the Saviour reigns! 
Let men their ſongs employ ; 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills and plains, 
Repeat the ſounding joy. 


3 No more let ſins and ſorrows grow, 
Nor thorns infeſt the ground; 
He comes to make his bleſſings flow, 
Far as the curſe is found. 


He rules the world with truth and grace; 
And makes the nations prove 

The glories of his right'ouſneſs, 
And wonders of his love. 


PSALM XCIX. 


I HE God Jehovah reigns, 
Let all the nations fear; 
Let ſinners tremble at his throne, 
And faints be humble there. 


2 be pow'rs of darkneſs riſe 
But He's exalted ſtill 

Between the cherubims He its 
His mercies to fulfill. 


3 In Zion is his throne, 
His honours are divine; 
His charch ſhall make his wonders known, 
For there his glories ſhine. 


* 


How wonderful, how great, 
How holy is his Name! 

How juſt and true are all his ways, 
From age to age the ſame! 


. 


1 ITH one confent, let all the earth 
Their tribute to Jehovah bring; 
1 heir homage pay with awful mirth, 
And ſongs of praiſe before Him ſing. 


ö 2 Jehovah's God: 'tis He alone, 
Doth life and breath and all things give; 
a We are his works and not ur own, 
The ſheep that on bis pattures live, 


3 O enter then his gates with joy, 
With praiſes to his courts repair, 
And make it your divine employ 
To pay your thanks and honours there. 


4 For He's the Lord, ſupremely good, 
His mercy 1s for ever ſure; 
His truth, which always firmly ſtood, 
To endleſs ages ſhall endure. 


PSAL MCI. 


T is the Lord our Saviour's hand 
Weakens our ſtrength amidſt the race 
Diſeaſe and death at his command 
Arreſt us, and cut ſhort our days. 


2 Spare us, O Lord, aloud we pray, 
Nor let our ſun go down at noon ; 
*F Thy years are one eternal day, 
- And muſtthy children die ſo. ſoon ? . 
3 Vet in the midſt of death and grief, 
This thought our ſorrow ſhall aſwage; 
| O ur Father and our Saviour live; 
1 „ Chiiſt is the ſame thro' ev'ry age. 
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4 Tas He this earth's foundation laid; 
Heav'n is the building of his hand; 


This earth grows old, theſe heav'ns ſhall fade, 
And all be chang'd at his command. 


5 The ſtarry curtains of the ſky, 
Like garments ſhall be laid aſide ; 
But ſtill thy throne ſtands firm and high; 
Thy church tor ever muſt abide, 


6 Before thy face, thy church ſhall live, 
And on thy throne thy chilaren reign ; 
This dying world ſhall they ſurvive, 
And the dead ſaints be rais'd again, 


PS ALM Cl. 


V ſoul inſpir'd with ſacred love; 


God's holy name for ever bleſs; 
Of all his favours mindful prove, 


And till thy grateful thanks expreſs, 


2 Tis He that all thy fins forgives, 
And after fickneſs makes thee ſound ; 
From danger he thy life retrieves, 
By Him with grace and mercy crown'd, 


3 The Lord abounds with tender love, 
And unexampled acts of grace; 

His waken'd wrath doth ſlowly move, 
His willing mercy flies apace. 

4 God will not always harſhly chide, 
But with his anger quickly part; 
And loves his puniſhments to guide 
More by his love than our deſert. 


As high as heav'n its arch extends 
Above this little ſpot of clay ; 

So n uch his boundleſs love tranſcends 
The ſmall reſpects that we can pay, 


6 As far as 'tis from eaſt to welt, 
So far has He our fins remov'd ; 
Who with a fathers tender breaſt 
Has ſuch as fear Him always lov'd. 
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SAL M CY; 


1 \ \ 7 HEN liraels tribes from bondage brought, 
For ſook the hated ground; 


Each ſome Egyptian ſpoils had got, 
And not one feeble found. 


2 The Lord himſelf choſe out their way, 
And mark'd their journey right 
Gave them a leading cloud by day, 
A fiery guide by night. 
3 They thirſt ; and waters from the rock 
In rich abundance flow, 
And fol wing {till the courie they took: 
Ran all the deſert thro”. 


4 O wond'rous ſtream ! O bleſſed type 
Of ever flowing grace! 
So Chriſt our rock maintains our life, 
Thro' all this wilderneſs. 


5 Thus guarded by th' almighty hand 
The cnoſen tribes poſſeſt 
Canaan the rich, the promis'd land, 
And there enjoy'd their reſt. 


6 Then Jet the world forbear its rage, 
The Church renounce her fear : 
Iſr'el mutt live thro' every age, 
And be th' Almighty's care. 


P SAL M. EVI. 


1 RENDER thanks to God above, 
The fountain of eternal love: 
Whoſe mercy firm thro? ages paſt 
Has ſtood, and ſhall for ever laſt, 


2 Who cen his mighty dees expreſs, 
Not only vaſt but numberl-1s ? 
What mortal eloquence can raife 
His tribute of immortal praiſe ? 
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3 Thy judgements and thy righteouſneſs, 
Shall thoſe who keep and do them bleſs, 
Such 1s thy Saints felicity, 

And ſuch, Lord, I defire to ſee. 


4 O may I ſec thy tides rejoice, 
And aid their triumphs with my voice; 
This is my glory, Lord, to be, 
Join'd to thy ſaints, and near to Thee. 


PS ALM CVI: 


1 Janon age to age exalt his Name, 
God and his grace are flill the ſame, | 
He fills the hungry ſoul with food, 0 
Ari feeds the poor with ev'ry gend. 


2 But if their hearts rebel and riſe 
Agaivſt the God that rules the ſkies, 

If they reject his heav'nly Word, 
And ſlight the counſels of the Lord, 

3 H' bring their ſpirits to the ground, 
And no cdeliv*rer ſhali be found; 

Laden with grief they waſte their breath, 
In carkueſs and the ſhades of death. 

4 hben to the Lord they raiſe their cries, 
He makes the dawning light ariſe, 
And ſcatters all that diſmal ſhade 
Tat hung ſo heavy round their head. 


Ne cuts the bars of braſs in two, 
And leis the ſmiling pris'ner thro? ; 
Tehes off the load of guilt and grief, 
And gives the lab'ring ſoul relief. 


6 O may the ſons of men record 
The wondrous goodneis of the Lord!“ 
How great his works! how kind his ways, 
Let ev'ry tongue. pronounce his praiſe. 


F-.S:A L MS. 
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I HE Lord unto my Lord thus ſpake, 
„% Till I thy fors thy footſtool make, 
« Sit thou in Kate at my right hand; 
„ Supreme in Sioa thou ſhall be, 
„% And all thy proud oppyiers ſee, 
« Subjected to thy juſt command. 


2 © Thee, in thy pow'rs triumphant day, 
« The willing nations ſhall obey ; 
„ And when thy rifing beams they view, 
„ Shall all (redeem d from errors night) 
« Appear as numberleſs and bright, 
« As chriſtal drops of morning dew. 


3 The Lord has {yorn, nor ſworn in vain, 
That, like Melchizedeck's, thy reign 
And prielthood ſhali no period know; 
No proud competitor to fit 
tihy ighi-bhand will he permit; 
But in his wrath e'en kings overthrow, 
4 The ſentenc'q heathen He thall ſlay, 
And fiil with carſcaſes the way, 
ill He bas truck earth's tyrants dead: 
To loweit ſtate he ſitſt ſhall fink, 
Ot ſorrow's brock on earth ſhall driok, 
And chen in triumph lift his head, 


P'S ALM CXIL. 


1 CONGS of immortal praiſe belong, 
To my almighty God; 
He has my heart and He my tongue, 
To ipread his Name abroad. 


2 How great the works his hands have wrought, 
How glorious in our fight | 
And men in ev'ry age have ſought, 
His wonders with delight. 
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3 How moſt exact is nature's frame, 
How wiſe th' eternal mind! 
His counſels never change the ſcheme, 
That his firſt thought deſign'd. 


4 When he redeem'd his choſen Sons, 
He fixt his cov'nant ſure: 
The orders that his lips pronounce, 
To endleſs years endure. 


5 Nature and time, and earth and ſkies, 
Thy heav'nly {kill proclaim ; 
What ſhall we do to make us wile, 
But learn to read thy Name ? 1 
6 To fear thy pow'r, to truſt thy grace, K 
Is our divineſt ſkill ; | 
And he's the wiſeſt of our race, 
That beſt obeys thy will. 


PSALM CXUL., N 
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1 E ſervants of th* Almighty King, 1 
In ev'ry age his praiſes ſing; Y: 


Where'er the ſun ſhall riſe or ſer, 
The nations ſhall his praiſe repeat. 


2 Above the earth, beyond the ſky, 
Stands his high throne of majeſty; 
Nor time, nor place his pow'r reſtrain, 
Nor bound his univerſal reign, 


3 Which of the ſons of Adam dare, 
Or angels with their God compare ? 
His glories how divinely bright, 
Who dwells in uncreated light ! 

4 Behold his love, he ſtops to view 

| What Saints above and angels do; 


And condeſcends yet more, to know, 
'The mean affairs of men below. 


5 From daſt and cottages obſcure, 
His 2 exhairs the humble poor; 
| Gives the: tie nonour of his {ous 


| And fits them for their heav'nly thrones, 
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PSALM CXVI. 


1 Love the Lord: he heard my cries, 
And pity'd ev'ry groan : 
Long as I live when troubles riſe, 
I'll haſten to his throne. 


2 I love the Lord : He bow'd his ear, 
And chas'd my griefs away : 
O let my heart no more deſpair 
While I have breath to pray 


3 My fleſh declin'd, my ſpirits fell, 
And I drew near the dead; 
While inward pangs and fear of hell 
Perplex'd my wakeful head. 


4 My God, I cry'd, thy ſervant ſave, 
N © Thou ever good and juſt; 
1 „% Thy pow'r can reſcuè from the grave, 
4 « Thy pow'r is all my truſt.” 


F: 5 The Lord beheld me ſore diſtreſs'd, 

5 He bid my pains remove: 

Return my ſoul to God, thy reſt, 
For thou haſt known his love. 


6 My God has ſav'd my ſoul from death, 
And dry'd my falling tears; 

Now to his praiſe I'll ſpend my breath, 
And my remaining years, 


PS ALM CXVIL 


I ROM all that dwell below the ſkies, 
Let the Creator's praiſe ariſe ; 
Let the Redeemer's name be ſung, 
Thro' ev'ry land, by ev'ry tongue. 
2 Eternal are thy mercies Lord; 
Eternal truth attends thy word: 


Thy praiſe ſhall ſound from ſhore to ſhore, 
Till ſuns ſhall riſe and ſet no more. 
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4 
of 
| 


48 K L. M. 


PSALM CXVIII. Fi, Part. 


' PEN the gates of righteouſneſs, 
There let thy ſervant go ; 
There let me, Lord, thy name addreſs, 
Where all thy mercies flow. 


2 Behold the ſure foundation ftone 
Which God in Zion lays, 
To build our heav'nly hopes upon, 
And his eternal praiſe. 


3 The fooliſh builders, ſcribe and prieſt, 
Reject it with diſdain ; 

Yet on this rock the church ſhall reſt, 
And envy rage in vain, 


4 What though the gates of hell withſtood, 
Yet muſt this building riſe: 
*Tis thy own work, almighty God, 
And wond'rous in our eyes. 


PSALM CXVII. Second Part. 


HIS 1s the day the Lord hath made, 
He calls the hours his own; 
Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad, 
And praiſe ſurround the throne, 


2 To day He roſe and left the dead, 
And ſatan's empire fell ; 


To day the ſaints his triumphs ſpread, 
And all his wonders tell, 


3 Hoſanna to th* anointed King, 
To David's holy Son! 
Help us, O Lord; deſcend and bring 
Salvation from thy chrone. 


4 Bleſt be the Lord, who comes to men 
With meſſages of grace, 
Who .omes ia God his Father's name, 
To ſave our ſinful race, 
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5 Hoſannah in the higheſt ſtrains 
The church on earth can raiſe ; 
The higheſt heav'ns in which he reigns 
Shall give Him noble praiſe. 


I That the Lord would guide my ways 
() To keep his ſtatutes Rtill ! 
O that my God would grant me grace 
To know and do his will ! 


2 O ſend thy ſpirit down to write 
Thy law upon my heart; 
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit, 
Nor act alyar's part. 


3 From vanity turn off my eyes; 
Let no corrupt deſign, 
Nor covetous deſire ariſe 
Within this ſoul of mine. 


4 Order my footſteps by thy word, 
And make my heart ſincere ; 

Let fin have no dominion, Lord, 
But keep my conſcience clear, 


5 My ſoul hath gone too far aſtray ; 
My feet too often il'p ; | 
Yet ſince I've not forgot thy way, 
Reltore thy wand'ring ſheep. 


6 Make me to walk in thy commands, 
"Tis a delightful road; 
Nor let my head or heart or hands 
Offend againſt my God. 


PSALM CXXI. 


1 O heav'n I lift my waiting eyes, 
There all my hopes are laid; 
The Lord who built the earth and ſkies 
Is my perpetual aid. 
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2 Their feet ſhall never ſlide or fall, 
Whom he deſigns to keep; 
His car attends the ſofteſt call; 
His eyes can never ſleep. 


3 He will ſuſtain our weakeſt pow'rs 3 
With his almighty arm, 
And watch our moſt unguarded hours 
Againſt impending harm. 
4 Iſr'el, rejoice, and reſt ſecure, 4 
T hy keeper is the Lord; 
His wakeful eyes employ his.pow'r 
For thine eternal guard. 


4 
| PSALM CXXV. 
= 


il 1 HOSE that do place their confidence 
Upon the Lord our God only, 

tf And flee to Him for their defence 

| In all their need and miſery, 

Their faith is ſure ſtill to endure, 
Grounded on Chriſt the corner ſtone ; 
Mov'd with no ill, but ſtandeth till, 
Stedfaſt like to the Mount Sion. 


2 And as about Jeruſalem 
The mighty ills do it compaſs, 
So that no foes can come to them 
To hurt that town in any caſe, 
So God indeed in ev'ry need, 
| His faithful people doth defend, 
1 Standing by them aſluredly 
it From this time forth world without end. 


PSALM CXXVI. 


1 T HEN God reveal'd his gracious Name, 
And chang'd my mournful ttate, 
My rapture ſeem'd a pleaſing dream, 


| The grace appear'd ſo great. 


re. 
2 The world beheld the glorious change, 
And did this hand coofefs ; 


My tongue broke out in unknown (trains, 
And ſung ſurpriſing grace. 


3 The Lord can clear the darkeſt ſki2s, 
Can give us day for night; 
Make drops of ſacred ſorrow riſe 
To rivers of delight. 


4 Let thoſe who ſow in darkneſs wait 
Till the fair harveſt come, 
They ſhall confeſs their ſheaves are great, 
And ſhout * bleſſings home. 


P 8 ALM CXXX. 


2 ROM loweſt depths of woe, 
To God | ſent my cry; 
Lord hear my ſupplicating voice, 
And graciouſly reply. 


2 GShould'ſt thou ſeverely judge, 
Who can the trial bear? 
But thou forgiv'ſt, leſt we deſpond, 
And quite renounce thy fear. 


3 My ſoul with patience waits 
For Thee the living Lord; 
My hopes are on thy promiſe built, 
Thy never failing word, 


4 My longing eyes look out 
For thy enliv'ning ray, 
More duly than the morning watch 
To ſpy the dawning day. 


5 Let Ifrel truſt in God; 
No bounds his mercy knows ; ; 


The plenteous ſource and ſpring from whence, 
Eternal ſuccour flows. 


6 Whoſe friendly ſtreams to us 
Supplies in want convey ; 
A healing ſpring, a ſpring to Cleanſe, 
And waſh our guilt away. 
F 2 
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PS ALM CXXXII. 


I RISE, O King of prace ariſe, 

And enter into reſt ! 

Lo! thy church waits with lunging eyes, | 
Thus to be own'd and bleſt. 


2 Enter with all thy glorious train, 
Thy Spirit and thy Word: 
All that the ark did once contain, 
Could no ſuch grace afford, 


3 Here, mighty God, accept our vows, 
lere let thy praiſe be ſpread, 
Bleſs the proviſions of thy houſe, 
And fill thy poor with bread ; 


4 Herelet the Son of David reign ; 
Let God's anointed fhine ; 
Juſtice and truth his court maintain, 
With love and pow'r divine. 


5 Here let him hold a laſting throne, | 

And as his kingdom grows, 

Freſh honour ſhall adorn his crown, 
And ſhame confound his foes, 


PSALM CXXXIIL 


i O, what an entertaining ſight 
Are Brethren that agree, 
Brethren, whoſe chearful hearts unite 
In bands of piety ! 
2 When ftreams of love from Chriſt the ſpring 
Deſcend to ev'ry foul, 


*. 


And heav'nly peace with balmy wing. 
Shades and bedews the whole: . 
3 'Tis like the oil divinely ſweet, þ; 


On Aaron's rev'rend head, F 
The trickling drops perfum'd his ſeet, | 
And o'er his garments ſpread. 


rr 


4 Tis pleaſant as the morning dews 


ty 


4 Thro' ev'ry age the Lord declares, 
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That fall on Zion's hill, 
Where God his mildeſt glory ſhews, 
And makes his grace diſtill. 


PS A LM-CXXXV. 


RAISE ye the Lord, exalt his Name, 
While in his holy courts ye wait, 
Ye ſaints that to his houſe belong, | 
Or ftand attending at his gate. 


Praiſe ye the Lord; the Lord is good: 
To praiſe his Name is ſweet employ ; 


Iſr'el he choſe of old and ſtill, 

His church 1s his peculiar joy. 

The Lord himſelf will judge his ſaints, 
He treats his ſervants as his friends; 
And when he hears their fore complaints, 
Repents the ſorrow that he ſends, 


His name, and breaks th* oppreſſors rod, 
He gives his ſuff*ring ſervants reſt, 
And will be known th' Almighty God. 


Bleſs ye the Lord, who taſte his love, 
People and prieſts exalt his Name : 
Amongſt his ſaints he ever dwells, 
His church 1s his Jeruſalem, 


PS ALM CXXXVIII. 


ITH all my pow'rs of heart and tongue, 
I'll praiſe my Maker in my ſong ; 
Angels ſhall hear the notes I raiſe, 
Approve the ſong and join the praiſe. 


Pl! fing thy truth and mercy, Lord; 
PII fing the wonders of thy word, 
Not all thy works and names below, 
So much thy pow'r and glory ſhew, 
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3 To God I cry'd when troubles roſe, 
He heard me and ſubdu'd my foes, 
He did my riſing fears controul, 
And ſtrength difus'd thro” all my ſoul, 
4 The God of heav'n maintains his ſtate, 
Frowns on the proud, and ſcorns the great, 


But from h1s throne deſcends to ſee, 
The ſons of humble poverty. 


5 Amidſt a thonſand ſnares I ſtand, 
Upheld and guarded by thy hand ; 
Thy words my fainting ſoul revive, 

And keep my dying faith alive. 

6 Grace will compleat what grace begins, 
To fave from ſorrows and from fins : 

The work that wiſdom undertakes, 
Eternal mercy ne'er forſakes, 


PSAL M CXXXIX, 


1 FN all my vaſt concerns with Thee, 
In vain my ſoul would try 
To ſhun thy preſence, Lord, or flee 
The notice of thine eye. 


2 Thy all ſurrounding fight ſurveys, 

| My riſing and my reſt, 

My publick walks, my private ways, 
And ſecrets of my breaſt. 


3 My thoughts lie open to the Lord, 
Before they re form'd within; 
And ere my lips pronounce the word, 
He knows the ſenſe I mean. 


4 O wond'rous knowledge, deep and high! 
Where can a creature hide ? 
Within thy circling arms I lie, 
Beſet on ev'ry ſide. 


5 So let thy grace ſurround me ſtill, 
And like a bulwark prove, 
To guard my ſoul from ev'ry ill, 
Secur'd by ſov'reign love. 


. 


| 6 Lord, where ſhall guilty ſouls retire, 
| Forgotten and unknown ? 
In hell they meet thy dreadful fire, 
In heav'n thy glorious throne. 


7 Should I ſuppreſs my vital breath, 
To ſcape the wrath divine, 
Thy voice would break the bars of death, 
And make the grave reſign. 


8 If, wing'd with beams of morning light, 
| I fly beyond the welt, 
Thy hand, which mult ſupport my flight, 
| Wou'd ſoon betray my reſt. 


9 If o'er my fins I think to draw, 
The curtains of the night, 
Thoſe flaming eyes, that guard thy law, 
Wou'd turn the ſhades to light, 


10 'The beams of noon, the midnight hour, 
Are both alike to thee : 
O may I ne'er provoke that pow'r, 
From which I cannot flee. 


PSALM CXLII. 


1 O God I made my ſorrows known, 
From God I ſought relief ; 
In long complaints before bis throne, 
I pour'd out all my grief. 


2 My ſoul was overwhelm'd with woes, 
My heart began to break ;. 
My God, who all my burdens knows, 
He knows the way J take. 


3 On ev'ry fide I caſt mine eye, 
And found my helpers gone; 
While friends and ſtrangers palt me by, 
Neglected or unknown. 


| 4 Then did I raiſe a louder cry, 
| And call'd thy mercy near : 
| «© Thou art my portion when I die, 
j % Be thou my refuge here. 
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5 From my ſad priſon ſet me free, 
Then ſhall I praiſe thy name; 
And holy men ſhall join with me, 
Thy kindneſs to proclaim. 


PSALM CXLIII. 


I Y righteous Judge, my gracious God, 
Hear when I ſpread my hands abroad, 
And cry for fuccour from thy throne ; 
O make thy truth and mercy known! | 


2 Let judgment not againſt me paſs ; 
Behold thy ſervant pleads thy grace : 
Should juſtice call us to thy bar, 
No man alive is guiltleſs there. 


3 Look down in pity, Lord, and fee 
The mighty woes that burden me; 
Down to the duſt my life is brought, 
Like me long buried and forgot. 


I dwell in darkneſs and unſeen ; 

My heart 1s deſolate within ; 

My thoughts in muſing filence trace 
The ancient wonders of thy grace. 


5 Thence I derive a glimpſe of hope, 
To bear my ſinking ſpirits up; 
I ſtretch my hands to God again, 
And thirſt like parched lands for rain. 


6 For Thee I thirſt, I pray, I mourn; 
When will thy ſmiling face return ? 
Shall all my joys on earth remove, | 
And God for ever hide his love ? c 


7 My God, thy long delay to ſave 
Will fink thy pris'ner to the grave; 
My heart grows faint, and dim mine eye; 
Make haſte to help before J die. 


8 The night 1s witneſs to my tears, 
Diſtreſſing pains, diſtreſſing fears; 
O might I hear thy morning voice, 
How would my weary'd powers rejoice! 
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9 In Thee I truſt, to Thee I ſigh, 
And lift my heavy ſoul on high; 
For Thee fit waiting all the day, 
And wear the tedious hours away. 


10 Break off my fetters, Lord, and ſkew 
The path in which my feet ſhould go; 
If ſnares and foes beſet the road, 

I flee to hide me near my God. 


11 Teach me to do thy holy will, 
And lead me to thy heav'nly hill; 
Let the good ſpirit of thy love, 
Conduct me to thy courts above. 


12 Then ſhall my ſoul no more complain, 
The tempter then ſhall rage in vain ; 
And fleſh that was my foe before, 
Shall never vex my ſpirit more. 


PS AL M CXLIV. 


OR ever bleſſed be the Lord, 
My Saviour and my ſhield ; 

He ſends his {pirit with his word, 
To arm me tor the field. 


2 When fin and hell their force unite, 
He makes my ſoul his care, 
Inſtructs me to the heav'nly fight, 

And guards me through the war. 


3 A friend and helper ſo divine, 
Does my weak courage raile 
He makes the glorious vict'ry mine, 
And his ſhal} be the praiſe. 


4 Lord what is man, poor ſinful man! 
Born of the earth at firit ! 
His life a ſhadow, light and vain, 
Still haſt'ning to the duſt. 


5 O what is feeble dying man, 
Or any of his race! 
That God ſhould make it his concern 
To viſit him with grace! 
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6 That God, who darts his lightnings down, 
Who ſhakes the worlds above, 
And mountains tremble at his frown, 
How wond'rous is his love! 


PS ALM CLV. 


i CWEET is the mem'ry of thy grace, 
My God, my heav'nly King! 
Let age to age thy righteouſneſs 

In ſounds of glory fing. 


2 God reigns on high, but not confines 
His goodneſs to the ſkies ; 
Thro' the whole earth his bounty ſhines, | 
And every want ſupplies. | 
3 With tonging eyes thy creatures wait | 
On Thee for daily food, | f 
Thy lib'ral hand provides their meat, 
And fills their mouths with good. 


How kind are thy compaſſions, Lord! 
How flow thine anger moves! 

How ſwiftly runs his healing word, 
To cheer the ſouls he loves. 


5 Creatures, with all their endleſs race, 
Thy pow'r and praiſe proclaim ; 
But Saints that taſte this richer grace, 
Delight to bleſs thy Name, 


PSALM CXLVI. 


I RAISE ye the Lord, my heart ſhall join 
In works ſo pleaſant, ſo divine; 
Now while the fleſh is mine abode, 
And when my ſoul aſcends to God. 


2 Praiſe ſhall employ my nobleſt pow'rs, 
While immortality endures : | 
My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 

While ſoul, and thought, and being laſt. 


*¹ Peony, ate 


— any * n 8 
n 4 


= 1 
[4 » 
| 

p 
|; 

_ 
6 
i . 

£ 


r 3 


P:S A LMS. 


Why ſhould I make a man my truſt ? 
Princes muſt die and turn to duſt; 
Their breath departs, their pomp and pow'r, 
And thoughts all vaniſh in an hour. 


Happy the man, whoſe hopes rely 

On lirael's God; He made the ſky, 

And earth, and ſeas, with all their train; 
And none ſhall find his promiſe vain, 


His truth for ever ſtands ſecure, 

He ſaves th' oppreſt, he feeds the poor; 
He ſends the lab'ring conſcience peace, 
And grants the pris'ner ſweet releaſe, 


The Lord hath eyes to pive the blind ; 
The Lord ſupports tbe ſinking mind; 
He helps the ſtranger in diſtreſs, 

The widow and the fatherleſs. 


He loves his ſaints, he knows them well, 
But turns the wicked down to hell: 

Thy God, O Zion, ever reigns; 

Praiſe him in everlaſting trains. 


PSALM CXLVII. 


RAISE ye the Lord; 'tis good to raiſe 
Our hearts and voices in his praiſe ; 

His nature, and his works invite, 

To make this duty our delight. 


He form'd the ſtars, thoſe hcav'nly flames, 
He counts their numbers, calis their names; 
His wiſdom's vaſt and knows no bound, 

A deep where all our thoughts are drown'd. 


Great is the Lord, and great his might, 
And all his glories infinite : 

He crowns the meek, rewards the juſt, 
And treads the wicked to the duſt, 


His ſaints are lovely in his fight, 

He views his children with delight: 

He ſees their hopes, He knows their fear, 
He loves and keeps his image there. 
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5 Praiſe God from whom all bleſſings flow, 5 
Praiſe him all creatures here below ! 
Praiſe him above, ye heav'nly hoſt, 
Praiſe FAT HBR, Ser and Hoty GRrosrT. 


PSALM CXLIX. To the Old 104th Tune, 


1 PRAISE ye the Lord, 
Prepare your glad voice, 
His praiſe in the great 
Aſſembly to ſing. 
In our great Creator 
Let Iſr'el rejoice, 
And children of Sion ' 
Be glad in their King. 


2 Let them his great Name 
Extol in the dance; 
With timbrel and harp K 
His praiſes expreſs; 
Who aiways takes pleaſure 
His ſaints to advance, 
And with his ſalvation 2 
The humble to' bleſs. 
[| 3 With glory adorn'd 
His people ſhall ſing 
To God, who their beds 
Wich ſafety does ſhield; | 
Their mouths fill'd with praiſes 
Of Him their great King; 
Whilſt a two. edged ſword 
2 Their right-hand ſhall weild. 


4 Juſt vengeance to take 
For injuries paſt; 
To puniſh thoſe lands 
| For ruin defign'd ; 
| With chains, as their captives, 
To tie their Kings faſt, 
With fetters of iron 
Their nobles to bind. 
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5 Thos ſhall they make good, 
When them they deſtroy, 
The dreadful decree 

Which God does proclaim ; 
Such honour and triumph 
His ſaints ſhall enjoy, 
O therefore for ever 

Exalt his great Name. 


PSALM ct. 


' 8 the Lord in that bleſt place, 
From whence his goodneſs largely flows 
Praiſe Him in heav'n, where He his face 
Unveil'd in perfect glory ſhews, 


2 Praiſe Him for all the mighty acts, 
Which He in our behalf has done ; 
His kindneſs this return exacts, 
With which our praiſe ſhould equal run. 


3 Let the ſhrill trumpets warlike voice, 
Make rocks and hills his praiſe rebound ; 
Praiſe Him with harp's melodious noiſe, 
And gentle pſalt'ry's filver ſound. 


4 Let virgin troops ſoft timbrels bring, 
And ſome with graceful motion dance, 
Let inſtruments of various ſtrings 
With organs join'd, his praiſe advance. 


5 Let them who joyful hymns compole, 
To cymbals ſet their ſongs of praiſe ; 
Cymbals of common uſe, and thoſe 
That loudly ſound on ſolemn days. 


6 Let all that vital breath enjoy, 
The breath He does to them afford, 
In juſt returns of praiſe employ ; 
Let ev'ry creature praiſe the Lord. 


2 


62 P 8 A L M S. 
DOXOLOGYS. 

Nr to the great and ſacred Three, 
The Father, Son, and Spirit be 

Eternal praiſe and glory giv'n, 

Thro' all the worlds where God is known, 

By all the angels near the throne, 

And all the ſaints in earth and heav'n. 


ANOT HEX. 


O praiſe the Father and the Son, 
And Spirit all divine, 
The One in Three and Three in One, 
Let ſaints and angels join. 


ANOTHER, 
| es God from whom all bleſſings flow, 


Praiſe Him all creatures here below, 
Praiſe Him above ye heav'nly hoſt ; 
Praiſe Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt, 


ANOTHER. 


O Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
One God whom we adore, 
Be glory as it was is now, 
And ſhall be evermore, 


— — — — 
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PUBLIC WORSHIP. 


HYMN I. 


1 HE Saviour calls—let ev'ry ear 
Attend the heav'nly ſound ; 
Let ev'ry trembling ſoul appear, 
Where faith and hope abound, 


2 Where grace in ſtreams ſalubrious flows, 
To ſearch the depths of fin ; 
To heal the godly mourners? woes, 
And make them pure within, 


3 Where Jeſus, ſource of ev'ry good, 
Diſplays his wond'rous name; 
Records the ſhedding of his blood, 
And bids it flow the ſame, 


Where the eternal Spirit waits 
The ſons of God to fill, 
And teach them within Sion's gates, 
Their heav'nly Father's will. 


5 Father, whoſe boſom teem'd with grace, 
And gave thine only Son, 
To ſnatch from death a fallen race, 
And raiſe them to thy throne ;. 
G 2. 
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6 The ſpirit of thy Son impart, 


i 


Entorce his goſpel call; 
Be Alla cried in ev'ry heart, 
Le Jeſus all in all, 


1 II. 


HOU hidden love of God, whoſe height, 
Depth, length and breadth all ſaints admire, 
J iee from far thy beauteous light, 
To comprehend Thee I aſpire; 
My heart is mov'd, nor can it be 
At reſt, until it reſts in Thee, 


Is there a thing beneath the ſun, 

1 hac ſtrives with Thee my heart to ſhare ? 
Ah tear it thence, and reign alone, 

The Lord of ev'ry motion there: 

Then ſhall my heart indeed be free, 
When it has found repoſe in Thee. 


O wean me from myſelf, that I 

No more, but Chriſt may in me live ; 
My vile affections crucify, 

Nor let one fleſhly luſt ſurvive. 

Ja all things may I nothing ſee, 
Nothing defire or ſeek but Thee. 


Each moment draw from earth away 
My heart, that waits thy call divine, 
Speak to my inmoſt foul, and ſay, 
am the living God and thine. 

Jo feel thy pow'r to hear thy voice, 
To taſte thy love, be all my choice. 


mm” A — — 


N III. 


5 
| 


COME, thou wounded Lamb of God ! 
Come waſh us in thy cleanſing blood; 
Give us to know thy love, then pain 
Ie ſweet, and life or death is gain. 


ENS. 


2 How can it be, thou Heav'nly King, 
That thou ſhoold'ſt man to glory bring; 
Make ſlaves the part'ners of thy throne, 
And give them an unſading crown ! 


3 Ah, Lord, enlarge our ſcanty thought, 
To know the wonders Thou haſt wrought ; 
Ualooſe our ftamm'ring tongues to tell 
Thy love, immenſe, unſearchable. 


4 Expand our hearts, but let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but Thee; 
Our ſpirits with thy ſpirit ſeal, 
And there thy glorious ſelf reveal. 
5 Firlt born of many brethren, Thou! 
To Thee both earth and heav'n mult bow; 
Then come and in us ſolely reign, 
To live be Chriſt, to die be gain, 
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RN IV. 


1. ND will the Lord thus condeſcend 
| To viſit finful worms? 
Thus at the door ſhall mercy ſtand, 

In all her winning forms ? 


! 2 Amazing grace! and ſhall my heart 
Unmov'd and cold remain? 
Has this hard rock no tender part? 
Maſt mercy plead in vain ? 


3 Shall Jeſus for admiſſion ſue, 
His charmiog voice unheard ? 
And this vile heart, his rightful due,. 
Remain for ever barr'd ? 


4 Satan, alas! with tyrant pow'r 
The lodging hath poſleſs'd ; 
And legions watch, to keep the door 
Againſt the heav'nly guelt, 


G.3. 
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5 But, Lord, exert thy conqu'ring grace, 
Thy ſaving might diſplay ; 
One beam of glory from thy face 
Can drive my foes away. 


TN V. 


I ND is it yet, great Lord, a doubt 
If in my breaſt Thou reign'ſt alone? 
O find the lurking rival out, 
And drag the traitor from the throne, 


2 Would earth's deluſive trifling charms | 
Aſſume a pow'r above thy name? | 
Stab cach uſurper in my arms, | 
And vindicate thy rightful claim, 


g By purchaſe, duty, ev'ry tie, 
Yea choice itſelt, Lord, I am thine; 
Maintain thy right, or let me die, 
Leſt from thy love my ſoul decline. 


4 If my unſteady heart would rove, 
(And well thou know'lt its treach'rous frame) 
If ought below or ought above 
Would ſhare or quench the ſacred flame. 


5 Chaſe the curs'd object from my ſoul, 
'Thence thence the twining miſchief tear; 
Reign, Thou, the ſov'reign of the whole, 
Be Lord of ev'ry motion there, 


| 


M N M N VI. 


I 1 only ſov'reign of my heart, 
My refuge, my Almighty Friend; 
And can my ſoul from Thee depart, 
On whom alone my hopes depend ? 


2 Whither, ah whither, ſhall I go, 
A wretched wander from my Lord? 
Can this dark world of fin and woe 
One glimpſe of happineſs afford ? 


H N 8. 


3 Eternal life thy words impart, 
On Thee my fainting ſpirit lives; 
Here ſweeter comforts cheer my heart, 
Than all the round of nature gives. 


Let earth's alluring joys combine, 
While Thou art near in vain they call ; 
One ſmile, one bliſsful ſmile of thine, 
Almighty Lord, outweighs them all. 


5 Low at thy feet my ſoul would lie, 
To hear and mark thy words divine ; 
O let me live beneath thine eye, 

For life, eternal life 1s thine. 


A. T N VII. 


1 VarHER of Mercies, in thy word 
W hat endlefs glories ſhines! 
For ever be thy name adot'd 
For theſe celeſtial lines: 


2 Lines, which thy ſhad'wy pencil drew, 
That dark deceived man 
ine image loſt again might view, 
Thy loft perſections ſcan. 


3 Here, as from ſalvation's well, 
'Phe ſprings of comfort riſe; 


That they, who've drank the depths of hell, 


Of life may draw ſupplies. 


4 Here from the all-creating Lord, 
The rich repaſt is giv'n; 
Jeſus, the ſoul's reſtoring word, 
Jeſus, the bread of heav'n. 


5 Hungry and thirſty here repair, 
Here lite and ſtrength renew; 


And borne on wings of faith and pray'r, 


Your heav'a-ward flight purſue, 


. 


H N M N VIII. 


1 OW heavy is the night, 
That hangs upon our eyes, 
Till Cbriſt with his reviving light 
Upon our ſouls ariſe ? 
2 Our guilty ſpirits dread 
To meet the wrath-of heav'n ;. 
But in his righteouſneſs array'd, 
We ſee our fins forgiv'n. 


3 Unholy and impure 
Is all the human race; 
His hands infected nature cure 
With ſanctifying grace. 


The pow'rs of hell agree 

To hold our ſouls in vain ;: 
He ſets the ſons of bondage free, 

And breaks the curſed chain, 


5 Lord we adore thy ways 
To bring us near to God; 
Thy ſov'reign pow'r, thy healing grace, 
And thine atoning blood. 


AN. IX 


1. URY'D in ſhadows of the night, 
We lie, till Chriſt reſtores the light, 
Wiſdom deſcends to heal the blind, 
And chaſe the darkneſs of the mind. 


2 Loſt ſouls are fill'd with guilt and fears 
Till the atoning blood appears; 
Then they are freed from deep diſtreſs, 
And fing the Lord OUR RICHTEOUSRN ISS. 


3 Jeſus beholds where Satan reigns, 
Binding his flaves with heavy chains : 
He ſets the pris'ner free, and breaks 
The iron bondage from our necks. 
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1 
4 Poor helpleſs worms in Thee poſſeſs 


Grace, wiſdom, pow'r, and righteouſneſs ; 
Thou art our mighty All, may we 
Give our whole ſelves, O Lord, to Thee. 


1 r u N. X. 


I ORD, how myſterious are thy ways! 
How blind are we, how mean our praiſe ! 
Thy ſteps can mortal eyes explore ? 
Tis our's to wonder and adore. 


2 Thy deep decrees from creatures fight 
Are hid in ſhades of awful night? 
Amid the lines with curious eye 
Not angel minds preſume to pry. 


3 Great God! I would not aſk to ſee 
What in futurity ſhall be ; 
If light and bliis attend my days, 
Then let my future hours be praiſe, 


4 Is darkneſs and diſtreſs my ſhare ? 
Then let me trult thy guardian care; 
Enough for me, if love divine 
At length through ev'ry cloud ſhall thine, 


5 Yet this my ſoul deſires to know, 
Be this my only wiſh below ; 
« That Chriſt is mine“ this great requeſt 
Grant, bounteous God, and I am bleſt. 


HYMN AL 


I OD moves in a myſterious way, 
His wonders to perform ; 
He piants his footſteps in the ſea, 
And rides upon the ſtorm; 


2 Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never tailing ſkill, 
He treaſures up his bright deſigns 
And works his ſov'reign will. 
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3 Ye fearful ſaints, freſh courage take, 
The clouds, ye ſo much dread, 
Are big with mercy, and ſhall break 
In bleſſings on your head. 


4 Judge not the Lord by feeble ſenſe, 
But truſt Him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a ſmiling face. 


5 His purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding ev'ry hour; 
The bud may have a bitter taſte, 
But ſweet will be the flow'r, ; 


6 Blind unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan his wcrk in vain ; 
God is his own interpreter, 
And He will make it plain, 


N XII. 


1 HE great Jehovah reigns 
Upon a throne ſublime; 
And from his own eternity 


Sees the wide waſtes of time. 


2 This great Jehovah's mine, 
The faint in rapture cries ; 
And to this everlaſting rock 
My joyful ſpirit flies. 


From this eternal ſpring 
Immenſe ſalvation flows; 

And with the wonders of his love 
My grateful boſom glows. 


4 His name ſhall be my ſong, 
While life and breath are giv'n ; 
And his unceafing praiſe ſhall run 
Through all the days of heav'n. 


HK MNS. 


H YM N XIII. 


I EJOICE, the Lord is king, 


Your God and king adore ; 
Mortals give thanks and ſing, 
And triumph evermore : 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I ſay, rejoice. 


2 Jeſus the Saviour reigns 
The God of truth and love; 
When he had purg'd our ſtains, 
He took his ſeat above : 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your _—_ 
Rejoice, again I ſay, rejoice, 


1 His kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o'er earth and heav'n ; 
The keys of death and hell 
Are to our Jeſus giv'n. 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I ſay, rejoice, 


He fits at God's right hand, 

Till all his foes ſubmit, | 

And bow to his command, = 

And fall beneath his feet; 9 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I ſay, rejoice. 


5 He Satan ſhall repell, 
He fin and death deſtroy, 
And make our boſoms {well 
With pure ſeraphic joy. 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I ſay, rejoice. 
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6 Rejoice in glorious hope, 
Jeſus, the Judge, ſhall come; 
And take his ſervants up 
To their eternal home. 
We ſoon ſhall hear th' archangel's voice, 
The trump of God ſhall ſound, rejoice. 


N AV. 


I HEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
My riſing ſoul ſurveys, 
Tranſported with the view, I'm loſt 
In wonder, love and praiſe. 


2 Thy providence my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt, 
When in the filent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt. 


Unnumber'd comforts to my ſoul 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, 

Before my infant-heart conceiv'd, 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'd. 


4 When in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth 
With heedleſs ſteps Iran; 
Thine arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me on to man. 


5 When worn by ſickneſs oft haſt Thou 
With health renew'd my face; 
And when in fins and ſorrows ſunk, 
Reviv'd my ſoul with grace. 


6 Through ev'ry period of my life 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue ; 
And after death in diſtant worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 


7 Through all eternity to Thee 
A joyful ſong l' raiſe ; 
And O! eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe. 


. 
VX. 


1 OW begin the beav'nly theme, 
Sing aloud in Jeſu's name; 
Ye, who Jeſu's kindneſs prove, 
Triumph in redeeming love, 
2 Ye who ſee the Father's grace 
Beaming in the Saviour's face; 
As to Canaan on ye move, 
Praiſe and bleſs redeeming love. 


3 Mourning ſouls refrain from tears, 
Trembling hearts repreſs your fears, 
See your guilt and curſe remove, 
CaicelPd by redeeming love. 

4 Ye, who long too long have been 
Led by Satan, flaves of fin ; 

Now from bliſs no longer rove, 
Stop, and taſte redeeming love, 


5 Welcome, all by fin oppreſs'd, 
Welcome all to Jeſus Chriſt ; 
Nothing brought Him from above, 
Nothing, but redeeming love. 


6 He ſubdu'd th' infernal pow'rs, 
His iaſulting foes and ours; 
He them from their empire drove, 
Mighty in redeeming love. 
Hither then your muſic bring, 
Strike the lyre's harmonious ſtring ; 
Men below and hoſts above 
Join to praiſe redeeming love. 


HT M N XVI. 


1 ORD, what a country waſte and wild 
Is this cur earth become, | 1 
To ev'ry heav'n-inttructed child, 
Who ſceks his Father's home! 
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2 Here thorns, as on a curſed ground, 


And pois 'nous thiſtles grow. ; 
And rav'ning wolves their nightly round, 
With ſtep deſtructive go. 


Here Satan prowls his winding way, 
And watches ev'ry hour, 

As lion greedy of his prey, 
Impatient to devour. 


Yet here, almighty Lord, thy hand 
Hath rais'd the heav'nly road: 


Obedicnt to thy great command, 
We leek thy face, O Gad. 


But O! aſſiſt our feeble ſight, 
Our languid ſtrength renew ; 


O guide and guard us day and night, 
Until Thyſelf we view. 


There in eternal light t to ell. 
From fin and ſorrow free; 

There, Jeſu, wondrous Name! to tell, 
How much we owe to T hee. 


HY MM N XVII. 
ORLD adieu! thou real cheat, 
Oft have thy deceitful charms 
Filled my heart with fond conceit, 
Fooliſh hopes and falſe alarms : 
Now I ſee, as clear as day, 
How thy follies paſs away. 


Vain thy entertaining ſights, 
Falſe thy promiſes renew'd, 

All the pomp of thy delights 
D-es but flatter and delude ; 

Thee I quit ior heav'n above, 


Object of the nobleſt love. 
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3 Farewell, honour's empty pride, 
Thy own nice uncertain guſt, 
If the Icaſt miſchance betide, 
Lays thee lower than the duſt : 
Worldly honours end in gall, 
Riſe to day to-morrow fall, 


4 Fooliſh vanity—farewell— 

More inconſtant than the wave, 
Where thy ſoothing fancies dwell, 
Pureſt tempers they deprave ; 
He, to whom I fly from thee, 
Jeſus Chrilt ſhall ſet me free. 


Let not, Lord, my wand'ring mind 
Follow after flceting toys, 
Since in Thee alone I find 
Solid and ſubſtantial joys ; 
Joys that never over—palt 
Through eternity ſhall laſt. 


6 Lord ! how happy is a heart, 
After Thee while it aſpires ! 
True and faithfal as Thou art, 
Thou ſnall anſwer it's deſires, 
Tt ſhall fee the glorious ſcene 
Ot thine everlaſting reign, 


RY: NAVI 


N this world of fin and ſorrow, 
Compaſs'd round with many a care, 

From eternity we borrow 
Hope, which may exclude deſpair : 
"Thee, triumphant God and Saviour, 
Darkly through a glaſs we fee ; 
O aſiſt each faint endeavour 
Raiſe our earth-born ſouls to Thee. 


Place that awful ſcene before us 
Of the laſt tremendous day, 
When to life thou wilt reftore us, 
Liag'ring ages, haſte away! 
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Then this vile and ſinful nature 
Incorruption mall put on; 

Life renewing, glorious Saviour ! 
Let thy gracious will be done. 


N XIX. 
If OW ſad our ſtate by nature is! 


Our fin how deep it ſtains! 
How Satan tries to keep our fouls, 
In everlaſting chains! 


But from the mouth of ſovereign grace 
Is gone th' almighty word, 

Which ſaith to pris'ners, come ye forth, 
And truſt upon the Lord. 


O may we hear the call divine, 
And run to this relief ! 

We would believe thy promiſe, Lord, 
O help our unbelief. 


To the bleſt fountain of thy blood 
Teach us, O Lord, to fly; 

There may we waſh our filthy ſouls, 
And drink and never die, 


Stretch out thine arm, victorious King, 
Our reigning ſins ſubdue; 

Drive the old dragen from his ſeat, 
With tis infernal crew. 


Poor, puilty, weak, and helpleſs worms, 
Into thine hands we fall; 

Be, Thou, our ſtrength and righnteouſnels, 
Cur jeius and our all, 


HYMN. XX. 
F liesi how wide thy olory ſhines! 


How high thy wonders rile ! 
Koown through the earth by thouſand figns, 
By thouland through the Kies. 
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2 Thoſe mighty crbs proclaim thy pos'r, 

Their motions ſpeak thy ſill ; 

And on the wings of cv'ry hour 
We read thy patience ſtill. 

But when we view thy great deſign, 
To fave rebellious worms; | 

Where vengeance and compaſſion join 
la their divineſt forms; 


4 Here the whole Deity is known, 
Nor dares a creatur2 gueſs, 
Which of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The julice or the grace. 
5 Now the full glories of the Lams 
Adorn the licav'aly plains, 


Bright Seraphs learn IuMANVEL's Name, 
And try their choiceſt ſtrains. 


6 O may I bear ſome humble part 
In that immortal ſong : 
Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 


3 -M-N XXI. 
1 OVE divine, all love excelling, 
; Joy of heaven, to carth come down, 
Fix in us thine humble dwelling, 
All thy faithful mercies crown! 
Jeſu, Thou art all compaſſion, 
Pure, unbounded love Thou art! 
Vifit us with thy ſalvation, 
Enter ev'ry trembling heart. 
2 Come, almighty, to dcliver, 
Let us all thy grace receive; 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave: 
Thee we would be always bleſſing, 
Serve Thee as thy hoſts above, 
Pray and praiſe Thee without ccaſing, 
Glory in thy precious love. 
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3 Finiſh then thy new creation, 


Pare unſpotted may we be, 

Let us ſce thy great ſalvation, 
Perfectly reſtor'd by Thee: 

Chang'd from glory into glory, 

Till in heav'n we take our place; 
Till we caſt our c:owns before Thee, 
Leſt in wonder, love and prailz, 


H T M N XXII. 


| APPY the heart, were praces reign, 


Where love inſpires the breail ; 
Love is the brighteſt of the train, 
And per fects all the reit. 


2 Knowledge, alas! is all in vain, 


And ail in vain our fear: 
Our itubborn fins will fight and reign, 
If love be abſent there, 


"Tis love that makes cur willing feet 
In ſwift obedience move; 

The devils know and tremble too, 
But Satan cannot love, 


4 This is the grace, that lives and ſings, 


When faith ard hope ſhall ceaſe ; 
*T1s this ſhall Rrike our joyful ſtrings 
la the iweet realms of bliſs, 
When join'd to that harmonious throng, 
That fills the choirs above, 


Then ſhall we tune our golden harps, 
And ev'ry note be love. 


HT. MN. XXIII. 


OMPE, Thou fount of ev'ry bleſſing, 
Tune my heart to ſing thy grace; 
Streams of mercy, never ceaſing, 


Call for ſongs of loudeſt praiſe, 
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Fill me from thy heav'nly fullneſs, 
Brought by jeſus from above, 
Raiſe me from my earthly dullneſs, 
Raiſe me to the mount of love. 


Here, upon the rock of ages 
Fix'd, jehovah's face I view; 
Here upon inſpired pages 
Feeding, I my ſtrength renew : 
Here I'!} fing, how Jeſus ſought me, 
Wand'ring from the fold of God; 
Slave to ſin, how Jeſus bought me, 
Bovght me with his precious blood, 


O! to grace how great a debtor, 
Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be ! 
Let that grace now, like a fetter, | 

Bind my wand'ring heart to Thee: 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 

Prone to leave the God I love 
Here's my heart, O take and ſeal it, 

Seal it from thy courts above. 


HY M N XXIV. 


ON of God, thy bleſſing grant, 
Stil! ſupply my ev'ry want; 
'Tree of life, thine influence ſhcd, 
Wich thy ſap my ſpirit feed. 


2 Tend'reſt branch, alas! am I! 


Wither without Thee and die: 
Weak as helpleſs infancy, 
O confirm my ſoul in Thee. 


3 Unſuſtain'd by Thee I fall, 


zend che ſtrength for which I call; 
Weaker tian a bruiſed reed, 
Help I ev'ry moment need, 


4 All my hopes on Thee depend, 


Love me, ſave me, to the end ; 
Give me thy continuing grace, 
Take the everlaſting praiſe. 

, 
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1 P in a gulph of dark deſpair, 
We wretched ſinners lay, 
Without one chearful beam of hope, 
Or ſpark of giimm'ring day, 
2 With pitying eyes the Prince of Peace 
Beheld our helpleſs grief; 
He ſaw—and (O amazing love!) 
He came to our relief, 


3 Down from his glorious ſeat above 
On wings of wind He fled ; 
Enter'd the grave in mortal fleſh, 
And dweit among the dead. 


4 O for this love let rocks and hills 
Their laſting filence break; 
And all harmonious human tongues 
The Saviour's praiſes ſpeak. 
5 Angels aſſiſt our mighty joys, 
Strike all your harps of gold; 
But when you raiſe your highetl notes, 
His love can ne'er be told. 


2. MN; XXVI; 


"6 AISE your triumphaat ſongs 
| Jo an immortal tune; 
Let the wide earth reſound the deeds, 
Celeſtial prace hath done, 


2 Sing how eternal love 
Its chic? beloved chaſe, 
And bid Him raiſe our wretched race 
From their abyſs of woes. 


3 His hand no thunder bears, 
No terror clouds his brow; 
No bolts to drive our guilty ſouls 
To fiercer flames below. 


HYMN 8. 


"Twas mercy fill'd the throne, 
And wrath itood filent by, 

When Chriſt was ſent with pardons down, 
To rebels doom'd to dis. 
Now ſinners dry your teate, 
Let hopeleſs ſorrows ceaſe, 

Bow to the ſceptte of his love, 
And take the offer'd peace. 

6 May we obey the call, 

And lay an humble claim 

To the ſalvation, he hath brought; 
And love and praite his name, 


HT M N XXVII. 


1 F Him who did ſalvation bring, 
Lord, may I ever think and ſing! 

Ariſe, ye guilty, He'll forgive, 
Ariſe, ye ncedy, He'll relieve. 

2 Eternal Lord, Almighty King, 
All heav'a doth with thy triumphs ring; 
Thou conquer'ſt all, beneath, above, 
Devils with force and men with love. 


3 To purge our ſins Chriſt ſned his blood, 
He died to bring us near to God; 
Let all the world fall down, and know, 

| That none but God ſuch love could ſhow, 


R r N XXVII. 


1 CALVATION ! O the joyful found ! 
What pleaſure to our ears ! 
A ſov*reign balm for ev'ry wound, 
A cordial for our fears! 


2 Salvation! let the echo fly 
The ſpacious earth around ; 
While all the armies of tne {ky 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſound. 


82 HY M-N--$. 


3 Salvation! O thou blecding Lamb, 
To Thee the praiſe belongs; 
Salvation ſhall inſpire our hearts, 
Aud dwell upon our tongues, 


E XXIX. 
HOU dear Redeemer, dying Lamb! 


We love to hear of hee; 
No muſic like thy charming name, 
Nor half ſo ſweet can be: 
O let us ever hear thy voice, F 
In mercy to us ſpeak ; 
Let us in Thee our Prieſt rejoice, g 
Thou great Mrrenis gc. 


2 Our ]8$us ſhall be ſtill our theme, 

While in this world we lay; 

We'll ſing our Jes u's holy name, 

When all things elſe decay. 

When we appear in yonder cloud 
With all his favour'd throng, 

Then will we ſing more ſweet more loud, 
And Chriſt ſhail be our ſong. 


— 
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1 ESV, lover of my ſoul, 
Let me to thy boſom fly, 

While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempeſt ſtiil is high ; 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the ſtorm of life is paſt; 
Safe into the haven guide, 

O receive my ſoul at laſt. 


2 Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpleſs ſoul on Thee 
Leave, ah, leave me not alone, 
Sill ſupport and comfort me. 
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All my truſt on Thee is ſtay'd, 

All mine help from Thee I bring, 
Cover my defenceleſs head 

Wich the ſhadow of thy wing. 


3 Thov, O Chriſt, art all I want, 

More than all in Thee I tind ; 

Ra ſe the fallen, chear the faint, 
Heal the ſick and lead the blind, 

Juſt and holy is thy name; 1 
Im all uurighteouſneſs; 1 

Vile and full of fa I am, [ 
Thou art full of truth and grace, 


4 Plentcous grace with Thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my ſin; 
Let the healing ſtreams abound, 
| Make and keep me pure within: 
Thau of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee, 
Spring Thou up withia my heart, 
Rile to ail eternity, 


HY M N XXXI. 


z OW empty was our former boaſt, 
Our fooliſhneſs of pride, 
When in onrlelves we put our truſt, 
And on our works rely'd ! 


2 Strong in the ſreedom of our will, ; 
Firm in our nature's pow'rs, | 
We thought to gain the heav'nly hill, 
And ſeize the crown as ours. 


3 Our good defires, our hearts ſincere, 
Our beit endeavours ſtood, 
T' atione for our tranſgreſſions here, 
In place of Jes u's blood, 


4 Alas for us we kaew not then | 
Nor ſin nor righteouſneſs ; 
Nor what it coſt, the ſouls of men 
From bondage to releaſe. 
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Now we adore the Father's love, 
His only Son which gave, 
And taught by grace, we live to prove, 
That grace alone can ſave, 1 


6 We own, that Jeſus bore our curſe 
Himſelf upon the tree; 
O, in our hearts this truth rehearſe, l 
'1 hat we may live to Thee. 


A XXXII. 


I HEN riſing from the bed of death, ; 
O'erwhelm'd with guilt and ſear, 
] ſee my Maker, face to face, 
O how ſhall I appear ! 


2 If yet, while pardon may be found, 
And mercy may be ſought, 
My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought ; 


3 When Thou, O Lord, ſhalt ſtand diſclos'd 
In Majeſty ſevere, i 
And ſit in judgment on my ſoul, 
O how ſhall I appear! 


4 But Thou haſt told the troubled ſou], 
Who does her fins lament, 
Of one, who ſufter'd unto death, 
Her ſuff rings to prevent. 


5 Then ſee the ſorrow of my heart, 1 
Ere yet it be too late; 

| And hear my Saviour's dying groans, 

| To give thoſe ſorrows weight, 


6 For never ſhall my ſoul deſpair 4 
| Her pardon to procure, 
| Who knows thy only don has'dy'd 

| To make her pardon ſure. 


N N 


nn. 
9 OVAH, Jesus glorious name ! 


Name pregnant with delight! 
It ſcatters round a cheerful beam, 
To guild the darkelt night. 


2 What, though our mortal comforts die, 
And crop like with'ring flow'rs ? 
Nor time nor death can break that tie, 
Which makes Jehovah ours. 


3 What though our faith be tried and toſs'd, 


Though changeable our frame, 
JeHovan, Jesus is our boaſt, 
And Jxsus is the ſame, 


4 Great God, the cov'nant of thy love 
Abides for ever ſure; 

And in its matchleſs grace we prove 
Our happinets ſecure. 


HT M N XXXIV. 


1 Happy ſouls, that live on high, 
While men lie grov'ling here; 
Their hopes are fix'd above the ſky, 
And faith forbids their fear, 


2 Their conſcience knows no ſecret ſtings, 
While grace and peace combine, 
To form a life, whoſe holy ſprings 
Are hidden and divine. 


3 Their pleaſures riſe from things unſeen, 


Beyond this world and time ; 
Where neither eyes nor ears have been, 
Nor thoughts of mortals climb, 


4 They want no pomp, nor royal throne, 
To raiſe their honours here, 
Content to live and die unknown, 
Till Chriſt their life appear. 


I 


5 They 
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5 They look to heav'n's eternal height, 
And haſten to the day, 
When jeſus to their raviſh'd ſight, 
His glory ſhall diſplay, 


H YM N XXXV. 
I HAT ſhall the dying finner do, 


That ſeeks relief for all his woe? 
Where ſhall the guilty conſcience find 
Eaſe for the torment of the mind? 


2 How ſhall we get our crimes forgiv'n, 
Or form our natures fit for heav'n ? 
Can ſouls all o'er defil'd with fin, 


Make their own pow'rs and puiſions clean? 


3 In vain we ſearch, in vain we try, 
Till Jeſus brings his Goſpel nigh ! 
*Tis there we feel th* Almighty breath, 
By which we paſs to life from death. 


4 Tis there that God puts forth his pow'r, 
To ſave us in the evil hour ; 
We read the Grace, we truit the Word, 
And find ſalvation in the Lord. 


5 Let worldly wiſdom dig the mines, 
Where nature's golden treaſure ſhines, 
Brought near the dectrine of the croſs, 
All nature's gold appears but droſs. 


6 Should vile blaſphemers with diſdain 
Pronounce the truths of JEsus vain, 


We'il meet the ſcandal and the ſhame, 
And ſing and triumph in his name. 


HY MN XXXVI. 


I OW beauteous are their feet, 
Who ftand on Sion's hill! 
Who bring ſalvation on their tongues, 
And words of peace reveal ! 


2 How 
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2 How charming is their voice, 
How glad their tidings are! 
Sion, behold thy Saviour King ! 
He reigns and triumphs here. 


3 How happy are our eyes, 
That ſee this heav'nly light! 
Prophets and Kings defir'd it long, 
But died without the fight. 


How happy are our ears 

That bear this joyful found ! 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And ſought but never found. 


The watchmen join their voice, 

3 And ſweeteſt notes employ ; 

Jeruſalem breaks forth in ſongs ; 
And deſerts learn the joy. 


if 6 The Lord makes bare his arm 
| Wide through the earth abroad; 
Let ev'ry nation now behold 

Their Saviour and their God, 


HTI ñ M XXXVII. 


I EAD be my heart to all below, 
To mortal joys and mortal cares; 
170 ſenſual bliſs, that charms us ſe, 
Be dark my eyes, be deaf my ears. 


2 Here I renounce my carnal taſte 
Of the fair fruits that ſinners prize 
Their paradiſe ſhall never waſte 
One thought of mine, but to deſpiſe. 


3 All earthly joys are overweigh'd 
Witn mountains of vexatious care 
And where's the ſweet; that 1s not laid 
A bait to ſome deiructive ſnare ? 
12 
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Be gone for ever, mortal things, 

Thou mighty molehill, Earth, ſarewel! 
Angels aſpire on lofty wings, 

And leave the globe for ants to dwell. 


Come heav'n, and fill my vaſt defires, 
My ſoul purſues the ſov'reign good, 
She was all made of hezv'n!y fires, 
Nor can ſhe live on mcaner food. 


1 XXXVIII. 


HAT though my frail eyelids refuſe 
Continual watchings to keep, 

And punctual :s midnight renews, 

Demand the refreſnment of ſleep 
A lov*reign protector [ have, 

Unicen, yet for ever at hand; 
Unchangeably faithful to ſave, 

Almighty to rule and command, 


From evil ſecure and its dread 
I reſt, if my Saviour is nigh, 

And ſungs his kind preſence indeed 
Shall in the night ſeaſon ſupply 3 
He ſmiles, and my comforts abound, 

His grace as the dew ſhall deſcend, 
And walls of ſalvation ſurround 
The foul, He delights to defend, 


Kind author and ground of my hope, 
Thee, Thee for my God I avow ; 
My glad Efenczer ſet up, 
And own thou halt help'd me till now: 
I muſe on the years that are paſt, 
Vterein my defence thou baft prov'd 3 
Nor wilt thou retinquiſh at Jaft 
A ſinner fo ſignally lov'd.. 
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4 Inſpirer and hearer of pray'r, 
Thou feeder and guardian of thine, 
My a!l to thy covenant care, 
I, ſleeping and waking reſign, 
I: Thou art my ſhield and my ſun, 
The night is no darkneſs to me, 
And, falt as the moments roll on, 
They bring me but nearer to Thee. 
6 Thy miaill ring fpirits deſcend, 
To watch, while thy ſaints are aſleep, 
By day and by night they attend, 
The heirs of Salvation to keep; 
Bright ſeraphs, diſpatch'd from the throne, 
Repair ta their ſtations aſſign'd; 
And Angeis eleQ are ſent down 
To guard the elect of mankind, 


Thy worſhip no interval knows, 
Their fervor. is ſtill on the wing, 
And while they protect my repoſe, 
They chaunt to the praiſe of my King; 
I too, at the ſcaſon ordain'd, 
Their chorus for ever ſhall join, 
And love and adore without end 
Their faithful Creator and mine, 


H MN ũ XXXIX. H/aiab xlix, 1. 
I | FE PF HEN hangin: Z on the mother's bread 


The intant we ary ſzeks 1 i telt, 
Or hungry claims its food; 
Can ſhe, whom nature prompts to nts 
Forgetfuil of her ſuckiiog prove 
And not {apply her trood ? 


2 Frail nature may ner che rce decline; 


Ke 
But everlaftinpg love is ming, 

1 8 

Salt 1 God, We Cannot Ties 


For ever graven on my hands 
My church in full ACCepiance Hands, 
Aud grows beneath mine eye, 


1 3 
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3 Myſelf will build and guard her walls, 
Myſelf attend to all her calls, 
And all her cares remove; 
To Her the hearts of Kings I'll turn, 
And cauſe the breaſts of Queens to burn 
With all a mother's love. 


4 Know then, that I, Jenovan, claim 
The ſov'reign glory of my name, 
And guard my firm decree : 
Nor end nor change my mercies know, 
In one perpetual ſtream they it»w 
10 them who wait for me. 


H T M N Xs 


I OW oft have ſin and ſatan ſtrove 
To rend my foul from Thee, my God 2 
But evcriaſiing is thy love, 
And Jeſus ſcals it with his blood. 
2 The oath and promile of the Lord, 
join to confirm the wondrous grace; 
ternal pow'r periorms the word, 
And fiils ali beav'n with endleſs praiſe. 


3 Amidſt temptations harp and long, 
My ſoul to this ſame refuge flies; 
Hope is my anchor firm and ſtrong, 
While tempeſis flow and billows rife. 


4 The Goſpel bears my ſpirits up; 


A faithiul and uncharging GGad 
Lavs the foundation for my hope 
In catas and promiſes and blood. 


. XLI- 


10M let us join our chearſul ſongs 

With angels round the throne ; 

Jen thouſand thouſand are their ſongs, 
But all their joys are one. 


. 


„% Worthy the Lamb that died” they cry, 
«© To be exalted thus“ 

« Worthy the Lamb,” our lips reply, 
„ For he was llain for us.“ 


Jeſus is worthy to receive 
Honour and pow'r divine, 

And bleſſiags more than we can give 
Be, Lord, for ever thine, 


Let all that dwell above the ſky, 
And air and earth and ſeas, 
Conſpire to lift thy glories high, 

And ſpeak thine endleſs praiſe. 


T he whole creation join in one 
Jo bleſs the ſacred name, 

Of God who fits upon the throne 
And his co- equal Lamb. 


N N XLII. 


HAT equal honours ſhall we bring 
To Thee, O Lord our God, the Lamb, 
Wen all the notes that angels ſing, 
Are far inferior to thy name? 


Worthy is He that once was ſlain, 

The Prince of Peace that groan'd and died, 
Worthy to riſe and live and reign 

At his Almighty Father's fide, 


All riches are his native right 

Yet he ſuſtain'd amazing loſs ; 

To Him aſcribe eternal might, 
Wao left his weakneſs on the croſs, 


Honour immortal ſhall be paid, 
Inſtead of ſcandal, ſhame and ſcorn ; 
White glory ſhines around his head, 
A golden crown without a thorn, 


Bleiſin gs for ever on the Lamb, 

Who bore the curſe for wretched men ; 
Let angeis found his Sacred Name, 
And ev'ry creature ſay Amen. 
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1 O more, my God, I boaſt no more 


Of all the duties I have done; 
] quit the hopes | hel2 before, 
To trutt the merits of thy Son, 


2 Now for the love I bear his name, 
What was my gain I count my loſs; 
My former pride I call my ſhame, 
And nail my glory to his crots. 


3 Yea, doubtleſs, and I muſt eſteem 
All things but loſs for Jeſu's ſake; 
O may my ſoul be found in Him, 
And of his righteouſneſs partake ! 


4 The beſt obedience of my bands 
Dares not appear before thy thron2; 
But faith can anſwer thy demands, 
By pleading what my Lerd bach cone, 


Ar M N XLIV. 
ORD we confeſs our num' tous favlts, 
How great our fins have been; 
Fooliſh and vain were all gur thoughts 
And all our lives were fin. 


2 But, O my ſoul, for ever praiſe, 
For ever love his name; 
Who turns thy feet trom dang'rous ways- 
Ot folly, fin, and ſham: ; 


3 Who ſaves us not for righteouſneſs, 
Nor works which we have done, 
But by kis own almighty grace, 
Abounding through his Son. 
4 Grace, which in copious ſtreams is ſhed 
To purify be ſoul, 
To waſh tve feet, the hands, the head, 
And make entirely whole. 
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5 So chang'd from guilty to be juſt, 
We walk the heav'nly road, 

In Rope to leave our ſia and duſt, 3 

And ſee the face of God, h 


. XL V. 


1 IT IH joy we meditate the grace 
Of our High Prieſt above; 


His heart is made ot tenderneſs, 
His bowels melt with love, 


2 'Touch'd with a ſympathy within 
He knows our feeble frame; 
He knows what fore temptations mean, 
For He hath felt the ſame, 


3 Hein the days of feeble fleſh 
Pout'd out his cries and tears, 
And in his meaſure feels afreſh 
What ev'ry member bears. 


4 He will not quench the ſmoaking flax 
But raiſe it to a flame ; 
The bruiſed reed he never breaks, 
Nor ſcorns the meansſt name. 


Then lecour humble faith addreſs 
tis mercy or his pow'r h 
We ſhall obtain deliv'ring grace 
In the diſtreſſing hour. 
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H YT M N XLVI. 


I TOW to the pow'r of God ſupreme 

Be everlaſting honours giv'n ; 

He faves from hell (we bleſs his name) 
He calls loſt wand'ring fouls to heaven. 


2 Not for our duties or deſerts, 
But of his own abounding grace, 
He works ſalvation in our hearts, 


And forms a people for his praiſe, 


ſ 
| 
0 


94 HIT NS. 


3 T'was his own purpoſe that begun 
To reſcue rebels doom'd to die; 

He gave us grace in Chriſt his Son 
Before he form'd the ſtarry ſky. 


4 Jeſus the Lord appears at laſt, 

And makes the Fathei's counſcls known; 
Declares the great tranſactions paſt, 

And brings immortal bleilings down, 


HYMN XLVI. 


1 AITH is the brighteſt evidence 
Of things beyond our ſight, 
Breaks through the clouds of fleth and ſenſe, 
And lives in heav'nly light. 
2 It ſits times paſt in preſent view, 
Brings diſtant proſpects home; 
On wonders old it lives anew, 
And feeds on thoſe to come. 


3 It ſees the earth, it ſces the ſkies, 
Obedient to their Lord, 
From nothing into being riſe, 
At his creative word, 
4 The holy line, in ſacred page 
Enrol!'d, and one by one 
Brought unto God in ev'ry age, 
By faith have kent their crown. 


And lo, within th' eternal gates, 
Where led their deathliels way, 
For us the Church imperfeQ waits, 

Vatil the perfect day. 


HY M N. XLVIII. 
I HE. riches of thy glory, Lord, 


grant our ſouls to know. 
Deſcend, according to thy word, 
And dwell with us bclow. 


H M NS. 
2 Thy ſpirit ſend and furniſh ſtrength 


Unto the inner man, 
The depth and height and breadth and length 
Of thy vat love to ſcan, 


3 Love paſſing knowledge ! paſting praiſe ! 
O root and pround us here ; 
And on this ture foundation raiſe 
A lite of faith and pray'r. 


4 All all our ſouls poſſeſs with God, 
With all his fulineſs fill; 
And fit us for thy bleſt avode, 
For Sion's holy hill. 


5 Now to the God, whoſe pow'r nor thought 
Can reach, nor pray'r define, 
His glories in the church be brought 
Through Cr, in whom they thine, 


Hr N XLIX. 


1 ORD, give me richly to enjoy 
4 Thole bleflings which can never cloy 
But tweetly fill the heav'n-born foul, 
Diffuſing peace throughout the whole, 


2 Oh may a ſenſe of pardon reſt, 
Engraven deeply on my breaſt, 
By that Eternal Spirit's aid, 
Through whom the off 'ring once was made. 


Place me, Lord, on Calvary's brow, 
There teach my cold dead heart to plow ; 
And, where thy prefence it may find, 
The victim to thy altar bind. 


4 And while this wilderneſs I paſs 
Exhibit in the faithful plaſs 
Thy glory, as my freble fight 
Can bear the unapproached light, 
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5 My years declining to their end, 
Let me to Piſgah's top aſcend ; 
And there, with Moſes, take my ſtand, 
To view by faith the promis'd land, 


6 When J arrive at Jordan's ſea, 


Still Thou my kind conductor be, 
Thy rod and Raff its waves control, 
And all death's dreary way cenſole. 


7 Till rais'd to that exalted height, 
Where Jeſus with eternal light 
Encircled reigns, I live to ſing 


The praiſes oi my God and King, 


HYMN I. 


I RING to the Lord your nobleſt Jays, 
He rear'd this univerſal frame: 
From north to ſouth reſound his praiſe, 
From eaſt to welt repeat his name. 


2 He form'd the fea, he form'd the earth, 


And rais'd the firmament on high, 
T'o ſun and moon he gave their birth, 
And wrought and nam'd the ſtarry ſky. 


3 Lo! on his throne ſupreme and ſole 


He fits, and looks upon the ſpheres ; 
As he ordains the orbits roll, 
As he appoints revolve the years. 


4 And fo this vaſt machine ſhall move 


Till He its pow'rs and courſe reſtrain ; 
When lo! high ſounding from above 
He ſpeaks it into nought again. 


5 Yet, when his voice ſhall raiſe the dead, 


And fre diflolve this carthly ball, 
Rejoice each ſaint and lift thine head, 
Tis your Redeemer's promis'd call. 
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1 O For a heart and mouth to praiſe 


Jehovah's only equal Son ! 
Awake our pſalt'ry, harp, and lays, 
To tell the wonders He hath done. 


Sing, how he left his glorious height, 
His upapproached light above, 

How ſwift and joyful was his flight 
On wings of everlalting love! 


Sing, how to this defiled earth 
He came, to raile our nature high, 
How to appeaſe Almighty wrath 
Jeſus, the God, was born to die! 


Hell and its lions roar'd around, 

His precious blood they fiercely ſpilt, 
His ſou] was bow'd unto the ground, 
Bearing the weight of all our guilt, 
Finiſh'd his work, reſign'd his breath, 
Seal'd in the grave his body lay, 

Till lo! He burlit the bars of death, 
And role to everlaiting day. 


Exalt your heads, ye ſons of light, 
Exalt your hearts to grace's throne, 
Where Jeſus wing'd his heav'nly flight, 
Where Jeſus lives and reigns alone. 


i YM. 


Our ſpirits bow before thy ſeat ; 
We wait thine all commanding nod, 
And worſhip proſtrate at thy teet, 


Thy pow'r hath form'd, thy wiſdom {ways 
All nature with a fov'reign word; 


And the bright world of ſtars obeys 
The will of their ſuperior Lord, 
R 


RIGHT King of Glory, dreadful God, 
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3 Mercy and truth unite in one, . 
And ſmiling ſit at thy right hand; , 
Eternal juſtice guards thy throne, 

And vengeance waits thy dread command. 


4 Ten thouſand thouſand ſaints in light 
| Stand round the glorious Deity ; 

| But who in molt exalted height 
Pretends compariſon with Thee ? 


| 5 Yet there is one in human frame, 
| Jesvus, array*d in fleſh and blood, 
| Thioks it no robbery to claim 

A full equality with God! 


| 6 Their glory ſhines with equal beams, 

| Their eſſence is for ever one, 

| Though they are known by diff'rent names 
'The Father God, and God the Sor. 


| 7 Then let the name of Chriſt our King 
| | With highc| honours be ador'd ; 
| | His praiſe let ev'ry angel fing, 

j And all the nations own the Lox p. 


en. 


| I HE E we adore, Eternal Name, 

| And own with humble pray'r, 

How feeble is our mortal frame, 
What dying worms we are, 


| 2 Our waſting lives grow ſhorter ſtill, 
JW As days and hours increaſe; 
i And ev*ry beating pulſe we tell, 

| Leaves but the number leſs, 


3 Before us lo the op'ning grave, 
Behind how ſhort a ſpan ! 
How ſoon—and He, who came to ſave, 
Appears the judge of man. 


"I 
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4 Nearer to endleſs joy or woe 

We're brought by ev'ry breath, 
And yet how unconcern'd we go 

Upon the brink of death ? 


5 Waken, O Lord, our drowſy ſenſe, 
Te walk this dang*rous road; 
And if our ſouls are hurried hence, 
May they be found with God. 


HT MN LIV. 


'Y HERE is a land of pure delight, 
Where ſaints immortal reign ; 
Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleaſures baniſh pain, 


2 There everlaſting ſpring abides, 

And never with'ring flow'rs: 
Death, like a narrow ſea, divides 
This heav'nly land from ours, 


3 But tim'rous mortals ſtart and ſhrink 
To croſs this narrow ſea, 
And linger ſhiv'ring on the brink, 
And tear to launch away. 


4 O raiſe us, Lord, where Moſes flood 
The promis'd land to fee, 
Nor Jord an's ſtreams nor death's cold flood 
Shall keep our hearts from Thee. 


HT M N LV. 


I RISE my ſoul, my joyful pow'rs, 
And triumph in my God ; 
Awake my voice, and loud proclaim 
His glorious grace abroad. 


2 He rais'd me from the depths of fin, 
And from the gates of hell; 
He fix'd my ſtanding more ſecure 
Than 'iwas before 1 fell. 
K 2 
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3 The arms of everlaſting love 
Beneath my ſoul He lay, 
He ſet my feet upon the rock, 
And there diſpos'd my way. 


4 A city ſtrong 1s founded there, 
And well ſupplied with grace, 

Salvation its appointed walls, 
It's gates Jehovah's praiſe, 


5 Let rains deſcend, or floods ariſe ; 
Or winds impetuous roar, 
Omnipotcnce there guards my life, 
And ſtills their raging pow'r, 


6 Awake, my glory, lute and harp, 
Awake, myſelf, and ſing 
Loud Hellelujahs, to addreſs 
My Saviour and my King.“ 


HY MN LVL E:-5 


| J 8 all harmonious tongues, 
Your ncbleſt muſic bring, 8 
Tis Chrif the everlaſting God, 1 4 
| And Chriſt the man we ling. | 


| 2 Tell how he took our fleſh, * 

| And with it all its load, ; 

if Tell how he pour'd his ſoul to death, 3 
1 hat we might Jive to God, ; 


| 3 Alas! what waves of prief 

1 | Did (Yer his bot. m roll! 
What tem peſts of Almip hty wrath 
N Were pour'd into his ſoul! 


4 Whilſt the all precious blood 
Ran from his pierced fide, 

Till, fniſh'd all his Father's work, 

He bow'd his head and died. 


E . 


5 But lo! he leaves the grave, 
He lives no more to die; 

In heav'n of heav'ns at God's right hand 
He fits exalted high! 


6 There his full plories ſhine 
With uncreated rays, 
The glories, which ſhall bleſs his church 
Jo everlaſting days, 


NN EVI; 


! ARK, from the ſhades of night beneath; 
There fallen angels ſtray, 
Reſerv'd in everlaſting chains, 
To the great judgment day. 
2 And jo! from th* height of earthly bliſs 
Rebellious man is hurl'd : 
But Jeſus ſtoops beneath the grave, 
To raiſe our ſinking world. 


3 O love of infinite degree! 
Unmeaſurable grace! 

Muſt heuav'n's eternal Son be ſlain, 
To ſave a ſinful race? 


4 Maſt angels under dirknels lie, 

And burn ia quenchleſs fire, 

While God forſakes his glorious throne, 
To raiſe the manhood high'r ? 

O! for this love let earth and heav'n 
With hallelujah's ring, 

And the full choir of human tongues 
All hallelujah ſing. - 


HYMN III. 


1 OO Gad hath lov'd a wretched world, 
A world of dying men; 
So, that he gave his only Son, 


To give them life again. 
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2 Him does the word of God uphold 
To each believing eye, 
And gives them through his precious Name, 
To live and never die. 


3 No fiery law did Jeſus bear, 
No angry Father's rod; 
No ftern commiſſion to perform 
The vengeance of his God. 


4 His work to the obedient Son 
The loving Father gave, 
Not to condemn a wretched world, 
But (O what love) to ſave, 


5 O! for the ſpirit to incline 
Our hearts to take the grace, 
And give to Father and to Son. 

And Spirit equal praiſe, 


N . 


1 ADEN with guilt and full of fears 
I fly to Thee, my Lord; 
And not a glimple of hope appears, 
But in thy written word, 


2 The volume of thy Father's grace 
Does all my grief aſſuage; 
Here 1 behold my Saviour's face, 
It ſhines in ev'ry page. 


3 Here is the field, where hidden lies 
The pearl of price unknown; 
That merchant 1s divinely wiſe, 
Who makes that pearl his own, 


Here flows the water to relieve 
My thirit, and cleanſe my ſin; 
Here grows the tree of liſe, to give 
Me health and ſtrength within. 


HA 00-00: 


5 This is the judge, that ends the ſtrife, 
Where wit and reaſon fail; 
My guide to everlaſting life 
Through all this gloomy vale, 
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6 O may thy counſels, mighty God, 
My rcving feet command 
And keep me in the happy road, 
Which leads to-thy right hand, 


. LX. 


7 ARK, how the hoſts of heaven cry, 
HH When Jeſus is in BethVhem ſeen, 
Glory to God in th? higheſt high, 

And peace on earth and love to men. 


2 What if we trace the globe around, 
From north to ſouth from eaſt to weſt ; 
None but the Chriſtian ſcheme is found, 
Where God is juſt and man is bleſt, 


2, In vain the trembling conſcience ſeeks 
Some ſolid ground to reſt upon; 
With long deſpair the ſpirit breaks, 
Till we apply to Chri/t alone. 


4 How wonderful thy truth, O Lord, 
How wiſe and; holy thy command! 
How ſure thy promiſes and word ! 
How firm our hope and comfort ſtand ! 


5 Not the feign'd fields of heath'niſh bliſs 
Could raiſe ſuch pleaſure 1n the ſoul, 
Nor dares the Turkiſh paradiſe 
Pretend. to joy of glory full. 


6 Should all the forms, which men deviſe, 
Aſſault my faith with all their art, 
I'd call them vanities and hes, 
And bind the goſpel to my heart, 


a 1 Pet. i, 3. 
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RY. NM N LXI. 


1 JESUS our Prophet, Prieſt and King, 

We bleſs thy precious Name ; 

Thy great ſalvation we would fing, 
And ſpiead abroad thy fame, 


2 We hail Thee, prophet of the Lord, 
That comes with truth and grace; 
O let thy ſpirit and thy word 
Teach us in all thy ways. 


3 We hail Thee, our High Prieſt above, 
Who once hath ſhed his blood ; 
And lives to carry on his love, 
By pleading with our Gad. 


4 We hail Thee our exalted King, 
And wait for thy commands ; 
To Thee our ranſom'd fouls we bring, 
O keep them in chy hands, 


5 Hoſannah to thy glorious Name, 
To thy all ſaving grace; 
O give us faith, and urge thy claim 
| To our immortal praiſe. 


. LXII. 


I IVE me the wings of faith to riſe 
Within the veil and fee 

The ſaints above, how great their joys, 
How bright their glories be. 


2 Once they were mourning. here below, 
And wet their couch with tears; 
They wreſiled once, as we do now 
With ſins and doubts and fears. 


3 I aſk them whence their vict'ry came, 
They with united breath 
Aſcribe their conqueſt to the Lamb, 
Their triumph to this death. 


4 They mark'd the footſteps which he trod, 
His love inſpir'd their breaſt; 
And following th' incarnate God, 
They enter'd into reſt. 


5 Our glorious leader let us bleſs 
For his own pattern giv'n, 
And for the cloud of witneſſes, 
W hich thew the way to heav'n, 


HY MN LAII. 


1 HEN I ſurvey the wondrous croſs, 
On which the Lord of Glory died, 

My richelt gain I count my loſs, 
And pour contempt on all my pride, 


2 Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boait 

Save in the croſs of Chtiſt my God, 
All the vain things that charm me moſt, 
1 ſacrifice them to his blood. 


3 See from his head, his hands, his ſeet 
Sorrow and love flow mingling down! 
Did e'er ſuch love and ſorrow meet, 
Or thorns compoſe fo rich a crown ? 


4 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too ſmall ; 
Love, io amazing, fo divine, 
D-mands my ſoul, my life, my all. 


0-068 LXIV. 


1 KEE how created nature ſtands, 
Obedient to its Maker's nod, 

And in the wonders of his hands 

Holds forth to all the praiſe of God, 


2 But in the grace, Which ſaveth men, 
Jehovah's glory chiefly ſhines, 
Engraven by Jehovah's pen 
In precious blood and ſtrongeſt lines. 
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3 Here I am taught to read his heart, 
Wbere grace and vengeance ſtrongly join, 
Piercing his Son with ſharpeſt ſmart, 

To make the purchas'd pleaſures mine, 


O! the ſweet wonders of that croſs, 
Where God the Saviour lov'd and died! 
Eternal life my ſpirit draws 

From his dear wounds and bleeding ſide, 


I would for ever ſpeak his Name, 
Jn ſounds to mortal cars unknown, 
With angels join to praiſe the Lamb, 
And worſhip at his Father's throne, 


H Y MN LXV. 


OME, holy ſpirit, heav'nly dove, 
With all thy quick'ning pow'rs, 
Kindle a flame of ſacred love 
In theſe cold hearts of ours. 


Look, how we grovel here below 
Fond of iheſe carthly toys; 

Our ſouls how heavily they go 
To reach eternal joys! 


In vain we tune our formal ſongs, 
In vain we ſtrive to riſe; 

Hoſannahs languiſh on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies, 


And ſhall we, Lord, for ever live, 
At this poor dying rate 

Our love ſo faint, ſo cold to Thce, 
And thine to us ſo preat ? 


Come Holy Spirit, \Heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick ping pow'is: 
Come ſhed abroad a Saviour's love, 


And that ſhall kindle ours. 
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I SUN of Righteouſneſs ariſe, 
With healing in thy wings; 
To my diſeas'd my fainting ſoul 
Thy light ſalvation brings. 


2 The clouds of pride and fin diſpel, 
By thine all piercing beam; 
Lighten mine eyes with faith, my heart 
With holy hope inflame, 


3 My mind by thine all-quick'ning pow'r 
From low deſires ſet free, 
Unite my ſcatter'd thoughts, and fix 
My love entire on Thee, 


4 Father, thy long-loſt Son receive ; 
Saviour, thy purchaſe owa; 
Bleſt Comforter, with peace and joy 

Thy new-made creature crown. 


H YM N LXVII. 


1 E JOICE evermore 
With angels above 

In Jeſus's pow'r 
In jeſus's love 

With glad exultation 
Your triumph proclaim, 

Aſcribing ſalvation 
To God and the Lamb. 


2 Thou, Lord, our relief, 
In trouble haſt been, 
Halt ſav'd us from grief, 
Haſt kept us from fin; 

The pow'r of thy ſpirit 
Hath ſet our hearts free, 
And now we inherit 


All fullneſs in Thee. 


FF 


All follneſs of peace, 
All fullneſs of joy, 
And ſpirit'al bliſs, 
That never ſhall cloy : 
To us it is given 
In Jeſus to know 
A kingdom of heaven 
An heaven below, 


No longer we join, 
Where finners invite, 
Nor envy the ſwine 
Their brutiſh delight; 
Their joy is all ſadnels, 
Their mirth 1s all vain, 
Their laughter is madneſs, 
Their pleaſure is pain. 


5 O may they at laſt 

With ſorrow return, 3 
The pleaſure to taſte 
For which they were born : 

Our Jeſus receiving, 
Our happineſs prove, 

The joy of believing, 4 
T he heaven of love. 


RT M N LXVINT, 


I ORD and God of Heav'nly pow'rs, Hallelujah 
| - Theirs, and O benignly ours, Hallelujah 

| Glorious King let earth proclaim, Hallelujah 
Worms attempt to chaunt thy name, Hallelujah. 


2 Bow thineear in mercy bow, Hallelujah 16 
Hear the world's atonement Thou, Hallelujah 

Jeſus, in thy Name we pray, Hallelujah 

Take, O take our fins away, Hallelujah. | 


Thee to laud in ſongs divine, Hallelujah 
Angels and archangels join, Hallelujah 

We with them our voices raiſe, Hallelujah 
Ecchoing thine eternal praiſe, Hallelujah, 
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4 Holy, Holy, Holy Lord! Hallelujah 
Live by heav'n and earth ador'd, Hallelujah 
Full of Thee, they ever cry, Hallelujah 
Glory be to God on high, Hallelujah. 


HYMN LXIX. 


F | 

Ces of men, behold from far, 1 
Hail the long expected ſtar, p. 
Jacob's ſtar that gilds the night, | 
Guides bewilder'd nature right. bs 


2 Fear not, that there hence ſhould flow 
Wars or peſtilence below; 
Wars it bids and tumults ceaſe, 
Uſhering in the Prince of Peace. 


3 Mild He ſhines on all beneath, 
Piercing through the ſhades of death, 
Scatt'ring error's wide- ſpread night. 
Kindling darkneſs into night, 


4 Nations all far off and near, 
Haſte to fee your God appear; 
Haſte, for Him your hearts prepare, 
Meet Him manifeſted there. 


5 There behold the day-ſpring riſe ; 
Pouring eye-fight on your eyes; 
God in his own light ſurvey, 
Shining to the pertect day. 


6 Sing ye morning-ſtars again, 
God deſcends on earth to reign |! 
Deign for man his life employ, 
Shout, ye ſons of God, for joy, 


L 
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A MN LXX. 
W. ve. with my mind devutely preſt, 


Dear Saviour, my revolving bicalt 
Would paſt offences trace; 
Trembliop make the black review, 
Yet pleas' d behold, admiring too. 
lhe pow'r of changing orace, 


This tongue with blaſphemies de fil'd, 
'Thete Feet tO err.ng paths beguii'd 
Ja heav'niy league agree; A 
Who 5 believe ſuch lips couid praiſe, 
Or * n ny dark and winding ways 
Should ever lead to Thee! 
Theſe eyes, that once abus'd their ſight, 
Now lift to Thee their wat'ry light, 
HAS: weep 2 {: ent bs od; 
, 
i 


0: Wi away he ains the ey wear 
In pute red eeming blood! f 


Theſe ears, that pleas'd, C could enzertaf in 
i he midnig ht catn, the lulitul it TOs 
When round tke feltal boar 13 

Now deaf to . the enchanting noiſe, 


TY 


And RAY to "ha YT i th y \v< d. 


Thus art Jon ſerv'd in ev'ry part, 
Owouldſt 1 tou more transform my heart, 
1 is are ity Wen reſine 5 
| ( * — . IF l;e b &th 4 % * 
That ace might nature's flrer controul, 
And an we cre. ature— bo. ay foul — 
Be, LOkD, lar CVET thine, 


H V M N XXI. 
6 ve that love the Lord, 
Ad let your joys de known, 
Fora ln 1a 2 ſig of cet accor A 
Wnile ye iutcound che throue, 
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The ſorrows of the mind 
Be baniſh'd from the place; 
Religion never was deſign” 4 
Jo make cur pleaſures leſs. 
3 Tet thoſe refuſe to fing, 
V ho never knew our God: 
But 1 of the heav'nly King 
Will ſpeak their joys abroa 1d, 
4 The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below; 
Celeſtial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 
5 The hill of Zion yields 
A thouſind ſacred ſwects, 
Before we reach the heav'nly fields, 
Or walk the golden ſtreets. 


6 Then let your ſongs abound, 
And ev'ty tear be dry; 


We're marching ch! rough in MANUEL?s ground, 


To faizcr worlds on high, 


N LXXII. 


1 WAKE, and ling the ſong 

a Of Moſes and the Lamb, 

Wake en ry heart and ev'ry tongue, 
To pr che Savicur's Name. 


2 Sing of of his dying love, 
Sing of his rifing pow'r, 
Sing how He intercedes above 
For thoſe whoſe fins He bore, 


3 Sing till we feel our hearts 
Aice uding with our tongues, 
Sing till the love of ſin deperts, 
And grace infpires your ſongs. 
4 Sing on your heav'nly way, 
Ye 1anſom'd ſinuers fing, 
Sing ON rejoicing cv'ty day 
In CHALST n' eiern al King, 
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K N LXX. 
I V 7 TEM with my mind devutely pref, 


Dear Saviour, ry revolving bicalt 
Would pait offences trace ; 
Fremblirg I make the black review, 
Yet pleas d behold, admiring too, 
lhe pow'r of changing grace. 


2 This tongue with blaſphemies de fil'd, 
Theſe tect to err.ng paths beguii'd, 
In heav'nly league agree ; 
8 ho could believe ſuch lips could praiſe, 
rih nk my dark and winding ways 
Should ever lead to Thee! 


Ct 


3 Theſe eyes, that once abus'd their ſight, 
Now lift to Thee their wat'ry light, 
And àcep a filent fivod 
Theſe hands aſcend in ccaſeleſs pray'r, 
O wiſh away the Hains they 1 „ear 
In pure redeeming blood! 


4 Theſe ears, that pleas'd, could entertain 
ihe midnight oatn, the lustful RENIRG 
When” round the fellal board; 
Now deaf to all th? enchanting noiſe, 
Avoid the throrg, deteſt the joys, 
And preſs to hear thy word: 


Thus art JJ on ſer in ev'ry par 
QC. wouiclt 1 tov more transfoim my heart, 
I his dicily bin reſine; 
That Grace inigtt nature's ſttergth controul, 
And ane _Credture—-body— ful 
Be, Lon b, for cver thine 


— LXXI. 
} 1 ve that love the Lord, 
— And let yOu ] 55 de Kat vn, 
Foro rn in 4 ſorig of {ret ACC{) 5 


While ye iuttound che throne, 


. 


Ae ſorrows of the mind 
Be vanith'd from the place; 
Religion never was defign' 4 
Jo make cur pleaſurcs leſs, 
3 Let thoſe refuſe to fling, 
V ho never knew our God; 
But children of the heav'nly King 
Will ſpeak their joys abro: 1d, 


4 The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below; 

Celeſtial fruits on carthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 
The bill of Zion yields 
A thouſand ſacred ſwects 

Before we reach the heav' nly fields, 
Or walk the golden ſtreets. 


6 Then let your fongs abound, 
And ev':y tear be dry; 


We're marchiag chrough [MMANUEL?s ground, 


To fairer worlds on high. 


— — >. LXXII. 


n WAKE, and fing the ſong 
Of Moſes and the Lamb, 


Wake ev'ry heart and ev'ry tongue, 


To prolte the Savicur's Name. 


2 Sing of is dying love, 
Sing of his rifing pow'r, 
Sing how He intercedes above 
For thoſe whole fins He bore, 


3 Sting till we feel our hearts 
Aicending with our tongues, . 
Sing till the love of fin departs, 
And grace infpires your ſongs. 
4 Sing on your heav'nly way, 
Ye ranfom'd ſinuers fing, 
Sing on rejoicing cy day 
la ChaisT in' eternal King, 
1 
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Soon will He call you hence away, 


. 


Soon ſhall ye hear Him ſay, 


« Ye bleffed children come;“ 


And take his wand'rers home. 


I ty 99, LXXIII. 


E ſervants of God, 
Your Maſter proclaim, 

And publiſh abroad 

His wonderful Name: 
The Name all victorious 

Of ſeſus extol ; 
His kingdom 1s glorious, 

And rules over all, 


God ruleth on high, 
Almighty to ſave, 
And ſtill He is nigh, 
His preſence we have; 
The great congregation 
H:s triumph thall fing, 
Aſeribing falvation 
To jelus our King. 


Salvation to God, 

Who fits on the throne, 
Let all cry aloud, 

And honour tne Son: 
Our Jeſus's praiſes 

The angels proclaim, 
Fal: down on their faces, 

And worſhip the Lamb, 


Then let us adore, 
Ard give Him his right, 
A!l glory and pow'r, 
And wiſdom and might; 
All honour and bleſſing 
With angels above, 
And thanks never ceaſing. 
And infinite love. 
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„ LAXIY; 
A T. Il FND, wh; ile God's eternal Son 


Doth his own p'ories ſhew; 
7 7 hold! ] ät upon my throne, 
„Creating all things new. 


% Natute and #11 are paſt away, 
And he bid Adam dies: 

40 N. ö hen | un dae. n Jay; 
ny tea new world ariſe {*? 
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In tue new world, winch Thou bait made, 
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HII N M N XXV. 


Happy ſaints, Who dwell in light, 
| And walk with Jeſus, cloth” d in White, 


Sate landed on that peaceful ſhore, 


Where pile r1ms meet to part no more, 


Ci 
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REleas'd from fin and toil 2nd ſtrife, 
Death was their gate to end fs life 


5 


* 


And WY ld chti. hag RCi.ON NIC, 

A 7 1 h \ 

And now they range the he 

And fing their hymas in me tn, rains; 
% * 5 . 125 

And ne theit {outs begin to prove 

The beights and depths | 
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4 They gaze upon his beauteous face, 
His lovely mind, and charming grace, 
And pazing hard with raviſh'd eyes, 

His form they catch, and taſte his joys, 


5 He chears them with eternal ſmile ; 
They ſing Hoſannas all the while, 
Or overwhelm'd with rapture ſweet, 
Sink down adoring at his feet, 


6 Ah! Lord, with tardy ſteps I creep, 
And ſometimes fing, and ſometimes weep 3 
Yet {trip me of this houſe of clay, 
And 1 will fing as loud as they. 


N LXXVI. 


5 | Bas He comes with clouds deſcending 
Once for favour'd ſinners ſlain: 
Thouſand thouſand ſaints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train: 
Hallelujah! 
Hallelujah! Amen. 


2 Ev'ry eye ſhall now behold Him, 
Rob'd in dreadful majeſty; 
They, who ſet at nought and ſold Him, 
Pierc'd, and nail'd Him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true Meſſiah ſee. 


3 Ev'ry ifland, fea, and mountain, 
Heav'n and earth ſhill flee away; 
All who hate Him, muſt, confounded, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day ; 
Come to judgment ! 
Come to judgment! come away. 


7 
1 
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Fail Him, hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, hail Him 


Hr M NS. 


4 Now redemption long expected, 
He! in ſolemn pomp appears! 
All his ſaints, by man rejected, 
Now ſhall meet Him in the air! 
Hallelujah ! 
See the day of God appear! 
Anſwer thine own Bride and Spirit 
Haſten, Lord, the gen'ral doom! 
The new heav'n and earth t* inherit, 
Take thy pining exiles home: 
All creation, 
Travails! groans! and bids Thee come, 
6 Yea! Amen! let all adore Thee, 
| High on thine eternal throne?! 
Saviour, take the pow'r and glory, 
Claim the kingdom for thine own ! 
O come quickly! 
Hallelujah! come, Lord, come! 


HFT X N LXXVIL 


} E comes! He comes! the Judge ſevere ! 
The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks him near, 


His lightnings flaſh, his thunders roll, 
He's welcome to the faithful ſoul, 


Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome to the faithful 
ſoul, 


2 From heav'n angelic voices found, 
See the almighty Jeſus crown'd: 

Girt with omnipotence and grace, 
And glory decks the Saviour's face. 


Glory, glory, glory, glory, glory decks the Saviour's 
f 


ace. 


3 


Deſcending on his azure throne, 


He claims the kingdoms for his own ; 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 


And hail Him their triumphant Lord : 


their triumphant Lord, 


115 


116 NS. 


Shout all the people of the ſky, 
And all the ſaints of the Moſt High: 
Our God, who now his right obizins, 
For ever and tor ever reigns. 
Ever, ever, ever, ever, ever and for ever re!9ns 


5 The Fether praile, the Son adore, 
The Spirit bleſs for evermore; 
Salvatiou's glorious work is done, NNE 
We welcome Thee Great I hree in one. 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, we:ccme, welcome Thee 
Great I hree in one. 


f..1.M N-LXXVIIE 


AIL, holy, holy, holy, Lord! 
Be endleſs biaiſe to I bee ! . 


Supreme tſſential O. ie ador'd 
In coetcrnal Tree. 


2 Entiror'd in evetlaſting Nat 
F*er time 1t's round began, 
Who join'd in council tg creates 
'The dignity of man. 


3 Whom, in Iſaiah's vifhon ſhew'e, 
The winged Seraphs cry, 
While Thee, Jehowar Lerd ard God, 
They ling above the (ky. 


4 To Thee by myſtic pow'rs on high, 
Were humble oraites giv'n, | 
While John beheld with eve ut'd eye 2 
Thi inhabitants of hcav's. 


All, that the name of creature owns, 
To Thee in hymns aipire ; 

May we with Chritt uon our throats, 
For ever join the choir. 
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6 Fail holy, holy, holy, holy Lord! 
Be endlefs praiſe to Thee; 
Supreme eſſential One, ador'd, 
In coeternal Three, 


HT MN LXXIX. 


1 LORY and honour be to Thee, 
Thou ſelf-exiſtent Deity ; 
Thee we revere, and Thee adore, 
In mercy infinite and pow'r. 


2 To Thee our joyful hearts we raiſe, 
To Thee we bring our ſongs of praiſe, 
Whoſe bounteous care and love imparts, 
Celeſtial bleſſings to our hearts. 


3 Unto the holy Triune God, 
Who haſt on us, poor worms, beſtow'd 
Such favour, ſuch amazing grace, 
We pay gar homage, thanks and praiſe, 


. LXXX. 


I (TOME, thou almighty King, 
Help us thy name to {ings 
Help us to praile 
Farae« all plorious, 
O'er all victorious, 
Come, and reign over us, 
ANCIENT OF DAYS, 


2 Jesvs our Lord ariſe, 
Scatter our enemies, 
And make them fall ; 
Let thine almighty aid, 
Our ſure defence be made, 
On Thee our ſouls be ſaid, 
Lord, hear our call. 


— S * ” —_ 


Of ad 
2 *. Item. 
— — * A 


4 
Ll 
4 
1 
"2% 
1 
* 
© 
* 
my” 
WY + 
* 
roy 
3 
_ 
+» 
me 
El 
. 
of 
* 4 
1 
1 
* 
-Ds 
. , 
- 4 
* 
1 
1-8 
*+49 
2% 
. be 4 
4 
— 
+ 
= 
= : 
= 
4 
* 
: 
„ 
1 
| 7 
1 » 
"a 
1 
1 
= 
= 
: 


E 


r e gap 
< 


= þ > — - 
"at HF 


= 
Pg - 


— " 
— 


* — * = = 


”—— — CL ep ee oy ou a tee yo oe rt 


— 


— — * ww — .,. — — — 


— U— — —— — — ——ů — cw, — —-———— —H—Unn᷑] — - 


118 
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HY MN 8. 


Come thou incarnate Wok p, 
Gird on thy mighty ſword, 
Our pray'r attend. 
Come, and thy people bleſs, 
And give thy word ſucceſs, 
SpikiT of holineſs, 
On us deicend, 


Come, holy ComPoRTER, 
T'hy facred witnels bear, 
In this glad hour. 
Thou, WO almigbty art, 
Now rule in ev'ry heart, 
And ne'er from us depart, 
Spirit of pow'r. 


To the great One in Three 

Eternal praiſes be, 
Hence evermore! 

His fov'reign Majeſty, 

May we in glory ſee, 

And to eternity 1 
Love and adore, 


H YM N LXXXI. 


ND does my Maker condeſcend 
To aſk a worm to be h:s friend? 


Will God forgive a rebel wild, 
And make the ha eful wretch his cluld ? 


2 O heigbt of grace and depth of love! 


Sure N is and amaz'd e bove; 
Amaz'd, that God with man ſhould dwell 


A 


3 © 


ſlave of fin, a child of hell. 


take this worthleſs heart, my God, 


And cleanſe it in the Savicur's blood, 


From earthly idols ſet it tree, 


And keep my brealt entue for Thee. 


Ve 
. 
by 
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A daily watchman at thy gate, 
And f-e| thy gracious preſence near, 
And all thy loving cyvunt-ls hear. * 


, } 
4 In holy filence let me wait, 5 


Much heart-acquaintance catry on, 
Till life it's hourly ſands has run; 
Then call me up to ſee thy ſace, 
And ſing eternal fongs of grace. 


HY MN LXXXII. 
1 ON Doſ tlie ſabbath Thee we praiſe, 
lo concert with the bleit, 
Wao joyful in harmonious lays 
Employ an endleſs teſt. 


2 Thus, Los p, while we remember Thee, 
Ve bleſt and holy grow; 
By hymaos of praiſe we learn to be 
Triumphant here below, 


3 On this glad day or brighter ſcene 
Of glory was diſplay'd 
By God, th' eternal Ward, than when 
1] his unverte was made, 


4 He rifes, who mankind has bought 
With grief and paid extreme : 
"Twas gre:t t ſpeak the world from nought— 
[was greater to redeem, 


& 

; IVM N. LXXXIII. 
5 I FiO G34 the only wiſe, 

1 . Our Saviour and our King, 
b/ Let «il the ſaints below the Kies 

F Their humble pravies bring. 

4 2 Us his almighty Tove, 
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. 
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His couaſel an; his Cares 
1 C 1 
Preſerves us fale from ſin and death; 


And ev iy nürtlul Inare. 


X. 


3 Fe vill preſent his ſaints 

Unblemiſh'd and compleat, 
Before the glory of his face, 
With joys divinely great. 


Then all the choſen ſeed 

Shall meet around the throne, 
Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 

And make his wonders known. 


s To our redeeming God, 
Wiſdom and power belongs, 
Immortal crowns of majeſty, 
And everlaKing ſongs, 


HYMN LXXXIV. 


I * my ſoul and ſtreteh thy wings, 
Thy better portion trace ;- 

Riſe from tranſitory things, 

Tow'rds heav'n thy native place: 
Sun and moon and ſtars decay, 

Time ſhall ſoon this earth remove, 
Riſe, my ſoul, and haſte away 

To ſeats prepar'd above. 


2 Rivers to the ocean run, 
Nor ſtay in all their courſe; 
Fire aſcending ſeeks the ſun, 
Both ſpeed them to their ſource : 
So a ſou], that's born of God, 
Pants to view his glorious face, 
Upwards tends to his abode, 
To reſt in his embrace. 


3 Ceaſe, ye pilgrims, ceaſe to mourn, 
Preſs onward to the prize ; 
Soon our ſaviour will return 
Triumphant in the ſkies: 


. 


Vet a ſeaſon, and you know, 
Happy entrance will be giv'n, 
All our ſorrows left below, 
And earth exchang'd for heay'n. 


HYMN LXXXV. 


LEST be the Far HER and his love, 
To whoſe celeſtial ſource we owe, 

Rivers of endleſs joys above, 

And rills of comfort here below! 


2 Glory to Thee, great Son of God / 
Forth from thy wounded body rolls 
A precious ſtream of vital blood, 
Pardon and life for dying ſouls, 


3 We give the holy SP1R1T praiſe, 
Who, in our hearts of fin and woe, 
Makes living ſprings of prace ariſe, 
And into boundleſs glory flow. 


4 Thus Gop the FaTaztr, Gon the Sox, 
And Good the Srikir, we adore, 
That ſea of life and love unknown, 
Without a bottom or a ſhore. 


HYMN LXXXVI. 


I EFORE Jeaovan's awfal throne, 
| Ye aatious bow with lacred joy, 
Kuow that the Loap is Gop alone 
He can crcate and He deſtroy. 


2 His ſov'reign pow'r without our aid, 
Made us of clay and form'd us men; 


And when like wand'ring ſheep we ſtray'd, 


He brought us to his fold again, 
M 
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122 B. 
3 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful ſongs, 


High as che heav'ns our voices raile ; 
And earth with her ten thouſand tongues 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe, 


4 Wide as the world is thy command, 
Vaſt as eternity thy love, 
Firm as a rock thy truth ſhall ſtand, 
When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


HYM N LXXXVIL 


I UR ſhepherd alone, 
The Lord let us bleſs, 
Who reigns cn the throne 
The Prince of cur peace: 
Who evermore ſaves us 
By ſhedding his blood: 
All hail holy Jeſus, 
Our Lorp and our Gop ! 


2 . We daily will ſing 
| Thy merits, thy praiſe, 
Thou merciful ſpring 
Of pity ard grace; 
Thy kindneſs for ever 
To men we will tell; 
And ſay our dear Saviour 
Redeem'd us from hell. 


Preſerve us in love, 
While here we abide: 
Nor ever remove, 
Nor cover, nor hice, 
Thy glorious ſalvation, 
Till joyful we ſee 
The beautiful viſion 
Compleated in Thee. 
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H Y M N ILXXXVHI. 


1 HE Lord of earth and ſky, 
The God of ages praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd on high, 
Ancient of endleſs days; 
Who lengthens out our trial here, 
And ſpares us yet another year. 


2 Barren and wither'd trees, 
We cumber'd long the ground; 
No fruit of holineſs 
On our dead ſouls was found ; 
Yet did lle us in mercy ſpare 
Another and another year. 


3 When jultice drew the ſword 
To cut the fig tree down, 
The pity of our Lord 
Cried, „ let it (till alone ;” 
The Father mild 1nclin'd his ear, 
And ſpar'd us yet another year, 


4 Jesus, thy ſpeaking blood 
From God obtain'd the grace, 
Who therefore hath beſtow'd 
On us a longer ſpace ; 
Thou didſt on our behalf appear, 
And lo, we ſee another year | 


5 Then dig about our root, 
Break up our fallow ground, 
And let our gracious fruit 
To thy great praiſe abound ; 
O let us all thy praiſe declare 
And fruit ento perfection bear. 


M 2 
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HYMN LXXXIX. 


1 OW can we adore 
Or worthily praiſe, 
'l hy goodneſs and pow'r 
Tnou God of all grace! 
With honour and bleſſing, 
Before 'T hee we fall, 
Mott gladly confeſſing 
Thee Far HER of all, 


* 


2 The heavens and earth, 
And water and air, 
To Thee owe their birth, 
Subſiſt by thy care; 
Whilſt angels are ſinging 
Thy praiſes above, 
We mortals are bringing 
Our tribute of love. 


Thou, Saviour art one 
With God the Supreme, 
His eternal Son, 
And equal with Him; 
laveſted with glory, | 
On high doſt Thou fit, 
While angels adore Thee 
And bow at thy feet. 


4 How greet was thy love! 
How wond'rous thy grace! 
Thou cam'ſt from above 
To ſave a loſt race; 
And, man to deliver 
Of woman waſt born, 
That ev'iy believer 
To Gcd might return. 
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How ſnon will thy ſeat 
Of judgment appear! 
Prepare us to meet, 
And welcome Thee there; 
Thy witnefling ſpirit 
In us ſhed abroad, 
And bid us inherit 
The kingdom of God, 


HFT MN XC. 


Or all the blood of beaſts 
On Jewiſh altars ſain, 
Could give the guilty conſcience peace, 
Or wat} away the ſtain. 
But Cue15T the heav'nly Lan 
Takes all our fins away: 
A ſacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer blood than they ! 
My faith would lay it's hand 
Oa that dear head of thine, 
While like a penitent J ſtand, 
And there confels my fin. 
My ſoul looks back to {<2 
The burdens Thou didſt bear, 
When hanging on th? accurſed tree, 
And hopes her guilt was there, 
N Nel. 
THO , in whom the Gentiles truft, 
Thou only holy, only juſt, 
O tune our fouls to praiſe thy name, 
Jesus! unchangeable the ſame, 
E /aias, once thy glory ſeen, ® 
Woe me, he cried, for I'm unclean; 


And how ſhall finful duſt draw nigh, 
The great, the awful Deity : 


* Iſaiah vi, compared with John xli, 24. 
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3 But lo! deſcending from above, 
The Seraph burns with pard*ning love, 
Alive from th' altar brings the coal, 
And makes the trembling ſinner whole, 


4 Glory to Thee, auſpicious LANE! 
Thou holy Lord, Thou great I Au! 
With all our pow'r thy grace we bleſs, 
Our joy, our peace, our righteouſneſs ! 


5 Live, ever glorious Jss us live, 
Worthy all bleflings to receive ! 
Worthy on high enthron'd to fit, 
With ev'ry pow'r beneath thy feet. 


. XCll. 


1 AIL, Thou once deſpiſed IESUs: 
Hail Thou Galilean King ! 

Who did'ſt ſuffer to releaſe us, 
Who did'ſt free ſalvation bring: 

Hail, Thou glorious Gop and Saviour, 
Who haſt borne our ſin and ſhame, 

By whoſe merits we find favour, 
Life is giv'a through thy Name“ 


2 Paſchal LAB by Gon appointed, 
All our fins were on Thee laid: 
By Almighty love appointed, 
Thou haſt full atonement made: 
Ev'ry fin may be forgiv'n 
Through che virtue of thy blood, 
Open'd is the gate of heav'n, 
Peace is made twixt man and God. 


3 Jesus hail ! enthron'd in glory, 


There for ever to abide |! 
All the heav'nly hoſts adore Thee 
Seated at thy FaTHER's fide : 
There for ſinners 'Thou art pleading, 
% Spare them yet another year” 
Thou for ſaints art interceding 
Till in glory they appear. 


r n 


4 Worſhip, honour, pow'r and bleſſing, 
Chriſt is worthy to receive 
Loudeſt praiſes without ceaſing, 
Meet it is for us to give! 
Help, ye bright angelic ſpirits, 
Bring your ſweeteſt nobleſt lays, 
Help to ſing our JIEsu's merits, 
Help to chaunt ImmanvueL's praiſe, 


Mo Wo. XCIII. 


I OME, let us all unite to praiſe 
The Saviour of mankind, 
Our thankful hearts in ſolemn lays, 
Be with out voices join'd, 


2 But how ſhall duſt his worth declare, 
Which angels cannot ſcan ? 
The higheſt name that's nam'd, is far 
Beneath the Son of Man! 


3 Yet, Lord, we cannot filent be, 
By love we are conſtrain'd, 
To offer our beſt thanks to Thee 
Our ſaviour and our friend, 


4 Should we through fear or ſhame refrain, 
The very ſtones would ſing, 
And tell the univerſal reign 
Of our immortal King, 


5 Let ev'ry tongue thy goodneſs ſhew, 
And ſpread abroad thy fame, 
Let ev'ry heart with praiſe o'erflow, 
And bleſs thy wond'rous Name. 


6 Worſhip and honour thanks and love 
Be to our Jeſus giv'n ! | 
By men below—by hoſts above 
By all in earth and heav'n. 
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AFT N Nel. 


5 E dies! the friend of ſinners dies! 
Lo! Salem's daughters weep around! 
A ſolemn darkneſs veils the ſkies ! 
A ſudden trembling ſhakes the ground ! 
Come ſaints, and drop a tear or two, 
For Him who groan'd beneath your load; 
He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, 
A thouſand drops of precious blood ! 


2 Here's love and grief beyond degree, 

The Lord of glory dies for men! 

But lo! what ſudden joys we ſee! 
Jesus the dead revives again! 

The riſing God forſakes the tomb! 
[The tomb in vain forbids his riſe !] 

Angelic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the {kies ! 


- 3 Break off your tears, ye ſaints, and tell, 


How high Our great deliv'rer re £N: f 
Sing how He ſpoil” d the hoſts of h. It, 

And led the moniter death in chains! 
Say, ** live for ever, wond'rous King! 

«« Born to redeem, and ſtrong to ſave! ou 
Then aſk the montler “ Where's thy ſting, 


129 


And where's thy victory, boafling grave 


HYMN -ACY: 


H lovely appearance of death, 
No fight upon earth is fo fair; 
Not all the gey pageants that breathe, 
Can with this dead body compare ; 
With ſolemn delight l ſu vey 
The corpie when the ſpirit is fled, 
In love with the beautiful clay, 
And longing to die in it's fiead, 


H Y M N Ss. ig | 


2 How bleſt is our Brother, bereft 
Of all that could burden his mind! 
How eaſy the ſou] that hath left 
This weariſome body behind! 
Of evil incapable Thou, | 
Whoſe relicks with envy I ſee; 
No longer in miſery now, | 
No longer a ſinner like me, 


3 This earth is affected no more 

With ſickneſs, or ſhaken with pain; 
The war in the members is o'er, 

And never ſhall vex them again: 
No anger henceforward or ſhame 

Shall redden this innocent clay, 
Extinct is the animal flame, 

And paſſion is vaniſh'd away. 


4 This languiſhing head is at reſt, 
It's thinking and aching are o'er ; 
This quiet immoveable breaſt 
Is heav'd by affliction no more: 
This heart 1s no longer the ſeat 
Of trouble and torturing pain: 
It ceaſes to flutter and beat 
It never ſhall flutter again. 


5 The lids he ſo ſeldom could cloſe, 
By ſorrow forbidden to ſleep, 
Seal'd up.in eternal repoſe 
Have ſtrangely forgotten to weep : 
The fountains can yield no ſupplies, 
Theſe hollows from water are free; 
The tears are all wip'd from theſe eyes, 
And evil they never ſhall ſee, 


6 To mourn and to ſuffer is mine, 
While bound in a priſon I breathe, 
And ſtill for deliverance pine, 
And prels to the iſſues of death : 
. 


130 HY MNS. 


What now with my tears I bedew, 

I wait the good time to become, 
My ſpirit created anew, | 

My fleſh be confign'd to the tomb ! 


HY M N XCVI. 


1 ESU, thy blood and righteouſneſs 

My beauty are, and glorious dreſs, 

Midſt flaming worlds in theſe array'd 
With joy ſhall I lift up my head. 


2 When from the duſt of death I riſe 
To claim my manſion in the ſkies, | 
Een then ſhall this be all my plea; 

« Jeſus has liv'd and died for me.“ 


3 Bold ſhall I ſtand at that great day, 
For who ought to my charge ſhall lay? 
Completely cloth'd by CHRIST alone, 
And all my filthy garments gone, 


| 4 This ſpotleſs robe the ſame appears, | I 
[| When ruin'd nature ſinks in years; 
[| No age can change it's glorious hue, 

| The grace of CHRIST is ever new. 


O let the dead now hear thy voice, 
. Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice, 

Their beauty this, their glorious dreſs, 
Jesus the LoRD OUR RIGHTEOUSNESS, 


| 
5 
. HY MN XCulI. 


i 1x1 DRETHREN, let us join to bleſs 
Jesus CHRIRT, our joy and peace, 
Let our praiſe to Him be giv'n, 

High at God's right hand in heav'n! 


HET N 131 


2 Maſter, ſee, to Thee we bow, 
Thou art Lox o and only Thou; 
Thou the bleſſed virgin's ſeed, 
Glory of thy church and head, 


3 Thee the angels ceaſeleſs ſing, 
Thee we praiſe, our Prielt, our King”: 
Worthy is thy Name of praiſe, 
Full of gloiy, full of grace, 


4 Thou halt the glad tidings brought 
Of ſalvation by Thee wrought, 
Wrought by all thy church; and we 
Worſhip in their company. 


5 We, thy little flock adore 
Thee, the LorD for evermore, 
Exer with us ſhew thy love, 
Till we join with thole above. 


H Y M N XCVIII. 


I 1 from whom all bleſſings flow, 
4 Comtorting thy ſaints below, 

Hear us, who thy nature ſhare, 

Who thy myſtic body are: 

Join us in one ſpirit join; 

Let us all reccive of thine, 

Still for more on Thee we call, 

Thee, who filleſt all in all. 


2 Move, and actuate, and guide, 
Divers gifts to each divide; 
Plac'd according to thy will, 
Let us all our works fulfill: 
Never from our oflice move, 
Helpful to each other prove, 
Uſe the grece on each beſtow'd 
Femper'd by the bleſied God. 
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3 Mary are we now, and one: 
We who jus us nave put on: 
There is neither bond nor free, 
Male or female, Lord, in thee: 
Love, like death, hath all deſtroy'd, 
Render'd all diſtinctions void, 
Names and ſects and parties fall, 
Jesus CuRISsT is ALL in ALL, 


HYMN XCIX. 


I God how endleſs is thy love ; 
() Thy gifts are ev'ry ev*ning new; 
And morning mercies from aboye 

Gently diſtil, like early dew, 


2 Thou ſpread'ſt the curtain of the night, 
Great guardian of our ſleeping hours; 
Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light, 
And quickens all our drowſy pow'rs. 


2 Lord, may we yield to thy command, 
And conſecrate to Thee our days: 
Perpetual bleſſin gs from thine hand 
Demand perpetual ſongs of praiſe. 
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HYMN C. | 3 


I ATHER, Son and Holy Gos, 
F Ox k in TREE and THREE in Ons | 
1 As by the celeſtial hoſt, 
5 Let thy will on earth be done: 
Praiſe by all to hee be giv'n, 
Glorious LorD ol earth and heav'n. 


2 If ſo poor a worm as I 5 H 
May to thy great glory live, | H 
All mine actions ſanctify, Li 
All my thcughts and words receive, R; 
Claim me for thy ſervice—claim 
All I have, and all I am. 


iT. N N 
3 Take my ſoul and body's pow'rs, 


Take my mem'ry, mind and will, 
All my goods, and all mine hours, 
All I know and all I feel, 
All I think and ſpeak and do: 
Take my heart—but make it new. 


4 FATHER, Son and Holy Gos r, 
One in THkrEr and TRREE in Ons! 
As by tbe celeſtial hoſt, 
Let thy will on earth be done. 
Praiſe by all to Thee be giv'n 
Glorious Lox p of earth and heav'n. 


ET MN CI 
For CurisTMas Dar. 


I ARK ! the herald-angels ſing 
Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and ſinners reconcil'd, 


2 Joyful all ye nations riſe, 
Join the triumphs of the ſkies ; 
With th' angelic hoſt proclaim, 
CHRIST is born in Bethlehem. 


3 Cnn1sT by higheſt heav'n ador'd, 
Calis the everlaſting Lord; 
Late in time behold Him come, 
Ofspring of the virgin's womb ! 


4 Veil'd in fleſh the Godhead ſee, 
Hail the incarnate Deity ! 
Pleas'd as man with men t' appear, 
Jeſus our Emmanuel here. 


5 Hail the heav'n born Prince of Peace! 
Hail the Son of Righteouſneſs! 
Light and life to all He brings, 
Ris'n with healing in his wings. 


N 
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3 Many are we now, and one: 
We who Jus us nave put on: 
There is neither bond nor free, 
Male or female, Lon p, in thee: 
Love, like death, hath all deſtroy'd, 
Rendetr'd all diſtinctions void, 
Names and ſects and parties fall, 
Jesus CHRIST is ALL in ALL, 


HT MN XCIX. 


I O God how endleſs is thy love ; 
Thy gifts are ev'ry ev'ning new 
And morning mercies from above 
Gently diſtil, like early dew, 


2 Thou ſpread'ſt the curtain of the night, 
Great guardian of our ſleeping hours; 
Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light, 
And quickens all our drowſy pow'rs. 


2 Lord, may we yield to thy command, 
And conſecrate to Thee our days: 

i" Perpetual bleſſin gs from thine hand 

# Demand perpetual ſongs of praiſe. 


I ATHER, Son and Holy Guosr, 
F Ox k in TuxEE and THREE in ONE | ( 

„ As by the celeſtial hoſt, 

4" Let thy will on earth be done: 

| Praiſe by all to" hee be giv'n, 
Glorious LoR D ol earth and heav'n. J 


2 If ſo poor a worm as I p 
May to thy great glory live, | 
All mine actions ſanctify, L 
All my thcughts and words receive, R 
Claim me for thy ſervice claim 


All I have, and all I am. 


H T M NS 
3 Take my ſoul and body's pow'rs, 


Take my mem'ry, mind and will, 
All my goods, and all mine hours, | 
All I know and all I feel, 
All I think and ſpeak and do: 
Take my heart—but make it new. 


4 FATHER, Son and Holy GurosrT, 
One in Tux and TyrEE in Ons ! 
As by tbe celeſtial hoſt, 
Let thy will on earth be done. 
Praiſe by all to Thee be giv'n 
Glorious Lok of earth and heav'n. 


Nl. 
For CurIisTMAs Day, 


I ARK ! the herald-angels ſing 
Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and ſinners reconcil'd. 


2 Joyful all ye nations riſe, 
Join the triumphs of the ſkies ; 
With th' angelic hoſt proclaim, 
CHRIST is born in Bethlehem. 


3 Cnnisr by higheſt heav'n ador'd, 
Cn ais the everlaſting Lord; 
Late in time behold Him come, 
Ofspring of the virgin's womb! 


4 Veil'd in fleſh the Godhead ſee, 
Hail the incarnate Deity ! 
Pleas'd as man with men t' appear, 
Jeſus our Emmanuel here. 


5 Hail the heav'n born Prince of Peace! 
Hail the Son of Righteouſneſs! 
Light and life to all He brings, 
Ris'n with healing in his wings. 


N 
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6 Mild He lays his glory by, 


Born that men no more may die; 
Born to raiſe the ſons of earth, 
Born to give them ſecond birth. 


7 Come, deſire of nations, come, 
Fix in us thy humble home: 
Riſe the woman's conquering ſeed, 
Bruiſe in us the ſerpent's head. 


8 Adam's likeneſs now efface, 
Stamp thine image in it's place; 
Second Adam from above, 
Reinſtate us in thy love. 


HYM N CII. 


ANOTHER, 


1 OME, thou long expected jeſus! 
Born to ſet thy people free; 

From our fears and {ins releaſe us, 

Let us find our reſt in Thee: 
Iſrael's ſtrength and conſolation, 

Hope of all the earth Tnou art, 
Dear defire of every nation, 

Joy of every faithful heart. 


2 Born thy people to deliver, 
Bora a child, and yet a King; 
Born to reign 1n us for ever, 
Now thy gracious kingdom bring; 
By thine own eternal ſpirit, 
Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By thine all- ſufficient merit 
Raiſe us to thy glorious throne. 


H Y. MN 5 


HYM N CIII. 


ANOTHER. 


I IFT up your heads in joyful hope, 
Salute the happy morn ; 
Each heav'nly pow'r 
Proclaims the glad hour, 
Lo! Jesus the Saviour is born. 


2 All glory be to God on high, 
To him all praiſe is due; 
The promiſe is ſeal'd, 
The Saviour's reveal'd, 
And proves that the record 1s true. 


3 Let joy around like rivers flow, 
Flow on and ſtill increaſe; 
Spread o'er the glad carth 
At jeſus's birth, 
For heaven and earth are at peace. 


4 Now the good will of heaven is ſhewn 
Tow'rds Adam's helpleſs race: 
Meſnah is come 
T'o ranſom his own, 
Fo ſave them by infinite grace, 


5 Then let vs join the heavens above, 
Where ſaints and angels ſing, 
Join all the glad pow'rs, 
For their Lord and ours, 


Our Prophet, our Prieſt and our King. 


HY MN (IV. 


For Goop FRIDA. 


1 HO hath our report believed ? 
SHILOH come is not received, 
Not receiv'd by his own ; 
Promis'd BAN from root of 7e/e, 
David's offspring, ſent to bleſs ye, 
Comes too meekly to be known, 
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2 Say, thou highly favour'd pation, 
What was thy fond expectation? 
Some fair ſpreading lofty tree ? 
Let not worldly pride confound Thee, 
"Mong the lowly plants around Thee, 
Mark the loweſt—that is He. 


3 Like a tender plant that's growing, 
Where no waters, friendly flowing, 

No kind rains refreſh the ground ; 
Drooping, dying we ſhall view Him, 
See no charm to draw as to Him, 

There no beauty will be found, 


4 Lo! Mess1an unexpected! 
Man of grief, deſpis'd, rejected! 
Wounds bis form disfiguring, 
Marr'd his viſage more than any, 
For He bears the fins of many, 
All our ſorrows carrying. 


5 No deceit his mouth had ſpoken, 
Blameleſs He no law had broken, 
Yet was number'd with the worſt : 
For, becauſe the Lord would grieve Him, 
We, who ſaw it, did believe Him 
For his own offences curſt. 


6 But while Him our thoughts accuſed ; 
He for us alone was bruiſed, 

Stricken, ſmitten for our guilt: 
With his ſtripes our wounds are cured, 
By his pains our peace aſſured, 

Purchas'd with the blood he ſpilt. 


7 Love amazing ! ſo to mind us, 

Shepherd come from heav'n to find us, 
Silly ſheep all gone aſtray, 

Loft, undone by our tranſgreſſions, 

Worle than ſtripp'd of all poſſeſſions, 

Debtors without hope to pay. 


— 
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2 Fear our portion, ſlaves in ſpirit, 
He redeem'd us by his merit 
To a glorious liberty : 
Dearly fiſt his goodneſs bought us, 
Truth and love then ſweetly taught us, 
Truth and love have made us tree. 
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5 Blefied be the God who gave us, 
Freely gave his Sox to ſave us, 
Bicſs'd the Sox who freely came: 
Honour, blefliing, adoration, 
ver, from the whole Creation 
Be to Gop and tothe LA. 


e. 
ANOTHER. 


F & done! th' atoning work is done! 
Jesus the great RrpßgufR dies! 
All nature feels th' important groan, 
Loud echoing through the earth and Kies; 
Tbe earth does to her center ſhake, 
And heav'n as hell's deep gloom is black. 


2 The temple's vel is rent in twain, 
While Jeſus meekly bows his head, 
The rocks reſent his mortal pain, 
The yawning graves give up their dead, 
The hodies of the (ſaints ariſe, 
Reviving as their Saviour dies. 


And ſhall not we his death partake, 
In ſympathetic anguiſh groan ? 
O SAv1OUR, let thy paſſion ſhake 
Our earth, and rend our hearts of ſtone: 
To ſecond lite our ſouls reſtore 
And wake us, that we ſleep no more, 
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HYMN Cl. 


For EASTERN Day. 


F Bog ny the Lord is riſen to day, 


Sons of men and angels ſay, 
Raiſe your joys and triumphs high, 
Sing ye heav'ns, and earth reply. 


2 Love's redeeming work is done, 
Fought the fight the battle won ; 
Lo! the ſun's eclipſe is o'er, 
Lo! He ſets in blood no more, 


3 Vain the ſtone, the watch, the ſea], 

- Chriſt has burſt the gates of hell; 
Death in vain forbids his riſe, 
Chriſt hath open'd paradiſe, 


Lives again our glorious King, 
Where, O death, is now thy ſting” 
Once He died our ſouls to ſave, 
Where thy victory, O grave! 


5 Soar. we now where Chriſt has led, 
Following our exalted Head, 
Made like Him, like Him we riſe, 
Ours the croſs, the grave, the ſcies. 


5 What though once we periſt'd all, 
Partners of our parent's fall, 
Second life we all receive, 

In our heav'nly. Adam live. 


7 Hail the Lord of earth and heav'n! 


Praiſe to 'Thee by both be giv'n; 
Thee we greet triumphant now, 
Hail! the RESUVRRECTIOYW— Tov. 
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ANOTHER, 


1 HE Son of Righteouſneſ7 appears, 
To ſet in blood no more: 
The light, who ſcatters all your fears, 
Your riſing God adore! 


2 The ſaints, when he reſign'd his breath, 
Unclos'd their ſleeping eyes; 

He breaks again the bands of death 
Again the dead ariſe! 


Alone the dreadful race he ran 

Alone the wine preſs trod ; 
He groans— He dies—behold the Man! 
He lives—behold the God ! 


In vain the ſtone, the watch, the ſeal, 
Forbid an early riſe ; 

To Him, who breaks the. gates of hell, 
And opens paradiſe, 


. CVIIL 
ASCENS1lON, 


1 AIL the day that ſees Him riſe, 
Raviſh'd from our wiſhful eyes! 

CuRIST awhile to mortals giv'n 

Re-aſcends his native heav'n, 

There the holy triumph waits, 

« Lift your heads, eternal gates, 

« Wide unfold the radient ſcene 

« Take the King of Glory in! 


2 Him, though higheſt heav'n receives, 
Still He loves the earth He leaves ; 
Though returned to His throne, 

He can ne'er forget his own. 

Still for them He intercedes, 

His all atoning death He pleads, 
Next Hunſelf prepares their place, 
SAVIOUR of the ranſom'd race, 


5 
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3 Maſter (may we ever ſay) 


Taken from our haad to day. 

See, thy faithful ſervants, fee, 

Ever gazing up to Thee. 

Grant, though parted from our ſight, 
High above yon azure height, 

Grant our hearts may thither riſe, 
Following Thee beyond the ſkies, 


4 Ever upwards may we move, 


Wafted on the wings of love; 
Looking when our Lord ſhall come, 
Longing gaſping after home ! 

There may we with Thee remain, 
Partners of thine endleſs reign; 
There thy face unclouded ſee, 

Find Gur heav'n of heav'ns in Thee: 


MN. ex. 


ANOTHER, 


1 UR Lord is riſen from the dead, 


Our Jeſus is gone up on high, 
The powr's of hell are captures led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the {ky. 


2 There his triumphant chariot waits, 


And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay, 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates, 
Ye everlaſting doors give way. 


3 Looſe all your bars of maſſy light, 


And wide unfold th' etherial ſcene ;. 
He claims theſe manſions as his right, 
Receive the King of Glory in. 


4 Who is the King of Glory, Who? 


The Lord who all bis foes o'ercame- 


The world, fin, death, and hell o'erthrew, 


And Jxsvs is the Conq'ror's name. 
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5 Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay, 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates, 
Ve everlaſting doors give away. 


6 Whois the King of Glory, who? 
The Lord of glorious pow'r poſſeſt, 
The King of ſaints and angels too, 
God over all, for ever bleſt. 


HTN N EX. 
Wulr SUNDAY. 


rx ESU, we hang upon the word, 


The parting word we heard from Thee; 


Be mindful of thy promiſe, Lord, 
Thy promiſe made to all, and me, 

To all, who thy commands purſue, 

And dare believe that God 1s true. 


2 Thou ſaidſt, I will the Fa THE R pray, 
And He the ComrorTEx ſhall give, 
Shall give Him in your hearts to Ray, 
And never more his temples leave ; 
Myſelf will to my orphans come, 
And make you mine eternal home. 


3 Come then, Lord, come! Thyſelf reveal, 
And let thy promiſe now take place; 
Be it according to thy will, 
Accord ing to the word of grace 
Thy ſorrowful diſciples chear, 
And ſend us down the CourokrER. 


4 This earneſt of our glory give, 
And ſo thy purchas'd people keep; 
And ſo from day to day revive 
Thy helpleſs wand'ring dying ſheep, 
Till Thou from duſt their bodies raiſe 
To ſee thy face and ſing thy praiſe. 
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| | AnoTHER rxtracied from the Ordination Service. 


OME Hor Grosr our ſouls inſpire 
And lighten with celeſtial fire, 
Thou the anointing ſpirit art, 
Who dolt thy ſev'n fold gifts impart : 
Thy bleſſed union from above 
Is comfort, life, and fire of love, 
Enable with perpetual light 
The dulneſs of our blinded ſight; 
Anoint and chear our ſoiled face, 
With the abundance of the grace, 
Keep far our foes, give peace at home, 
Where Thou art guide no ill can come. 
Teach us to know-the Far ug, Sox, 
And Thee, of both, to be but Ons; 
That through the ages all along, 
'This, this may be our endleſs ſong ; 
Praiſe God, from whom all bleſſings flow, 
Praiſe Him all creatures here below 
Praiſe Him above ye heav'nly hoſt, 
Praiſe Far RERM, Son and Hor Gos. 


